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Charles XII, Hercules, and Gustav Mattson

I AM invited to take grog with Captain Söderbom aboard his vessel, the 
brig Alma of Långsund. It is midsummer, and nearly all his sailors are off, for he 
has not wished to refuse them a dance with the native girls on the new dance 
floor, especially as at the same time he can say a word to a couple of his owners, 
who live here. Also there are an ugly lot of fat fellows from Norrhällan about, 
besides which he has to go up to the store once in a while, and furthermore he 
does what he likes so far as that goes. He has brought in money enough for all 
those land rats!

So there are many valid reasons why he has put in here to swing at his 
moorings.

Old Söderbom is a skipper of the old school, a short cubic figure, ice-gray 
hair and beard, sea-eyed and self-assured. He has been sailing the seven seas ever 
since he was no taller than a marlinspike, and he thinks of the Baltic as a soup 
tureen.

His mate, Matts Andersson, is of the same age, from the same region, and 
much the same in appearance. The captain and he are a pair of Siamese twins. 
They  have  grown  up  together,  taken  their  examinations  together,  and  lived 
together  all  their  lives,  but  they  wrangle  continuously  —  except  on  duty,  of 
course. Andersson never got a boat of his own, and now he would feel out of his  
element if he stood as commander on his own deck. He is red-haired, with long 
red tufts in his ears and nostrils, on his nose and over his eyes. Both of them have 
gold rings in their ear lobes to keep off the rheumatism.

The man who introduced me to both these old fellows is Skipper Mattson 
of the yacht Albrektina, a man also well on in years. He is a blond giant with long 
unkempt beard, steady gray eyes, and a mouth full of snuff. He has been a terrible 
fighter  in  his  day,  and  nobody  in  the  whole  fleet  can  tell  such  lies.  On  the 
starboard side of his yacht stand the letters ALBREKTINA, but on the port they 
read ANITKERBLA, because writing should go forward just the same as the boat 
does. Shiver his timbers! Mattson has been a comrade of mine on small yachts for 
many years back, and in that capacity is invited with me as guest of the Alma's 
captain.

So we four are  sitting in the  commodious and hospitable  cabin — it  is 
almost like a parlor with mirrors, sofas, and chairs. On one wall hangs a picture 
in a plain mahogany frame under an uneven glass. It represents a ship and was 
painted by Söderbom when he was a common seaman. On the space in front of  
the foremast is written:
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Shipps Name 
Hedvik from 
Netherlands 
bound for Lon 
Don cargo
oranges and 
figs year 1867.

Opposite  this  naively  touching  masterpiece  hangs  in  a  stylishly  gilded 
frame a  portrait  of  Charles  XII.  It  is  an  execrable  woodcut  clipped  from the 
Swedish Weekly a generation ago.

Captain Söderbom is well provided, and our tongues are quickly loosed. 
Mattson enjoys tasting something else than brandy for once. The smoke of the 
good Bremen cigars reminds him of North Germany, where he sailed as a boy. 
The whisky calls up pictures of London and Leith. He is in the tippler's paradise. 
We talk of everything between heaven and earth, of cargoes and sailing, and the 
steady  alteration  of  humanity  for  the  worse.  In  the  old  days  there  were  real 
people, damned if there weren't. Now there's hardly a seaman left. Nothing but 
those steamboat scabs that smell of oil and look like niggers. "In the old days 
things were clean on a ship — like here," says Söderbom, "but now every sloop 
looks like a coal bin. Soon there won't be a man in Roslagen that can reeve a bight 
or splice a kevel — not to speak of anything else. And if a man gives a man one in 
the wind so that he doubles up, he turns around and jaws — what time of day is  
that?  I've  tasted  the  cat  so  the  blood  squirted;  but  now,  blast  it,  you're  not 
supposed to lift your foot to a slacker. No, it's all up with seamanship in Sweden, 
that's what it is. Skoal to you anyway, Engström!"

"Look  there,  captain,  what's  that  scarecrow  you've  got  on  the  wall?" 
inquired Mattson. "Some relative, eh? But he has a seven-story collar, so it's no 
relative he'll be."

He was pointing to Charles XII's portrait.

"Don't you recognize the portrait  of Charles XII? That's pretty poor for 
you. Yes, I have his portrait because I like strength. And Charles XII was the last 
strong man we've had in Sweden."

"Hey go easy there!" said the mate. "Hercules was a bit heftier than him 
still."

"You're always butting in and chewing the rag about your Hercules — he 
wasn't Swedish at all. How often will I have to tell you that?"

"Wasn't Swedish, you say? Devil take me but you're wrong. Hercules was 
as much Swedish as I am. Just listen here. Come, Engström, wasn't Hercules a 
Swede?"
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"Oh, he may have been, but I'm not quite sure."

"Yes," said Mattson, "Charles XII was strong as the devil himself, that I've 
heard. He fought with ten men at once; but for all that he was a babe in arms 
compared to Gustav Mattson of Södervik."

"Look here now, Engström," said Captain Söderbom, "is there such a shot-
thrower or sledge-slinger or wrestler nowadays as Charles XII? The hell there is! 
I've hung up his portrait just as an example for all that come down in the cabin;  
and in all harbors, here or abroad, when skippers come down and we begin to 
argue about strength, I point over to Charles XII with the certainty that they'll all  
know who he is. But that dodgasted Hercules, what sort of chestnut-worm was 
he? Why listen, Andersson, he couldn't lift  a feather.  I've heard you squealing 
about Hercules so long, now you can put that in your pipe. No, Charles XII — let 
me tell you, Engström — was a 'fellow that could go to it. And yet he lived on 
nothing but moldy bread and warmed himself at red-hot cannon balls and slept 
on the bare ground at fifty below; and when he got up late of a morning, he was  
spry as a cockroach and began to slash around the first thing so as to get a little  
warmth in his body.

"And then for you to come along with your Hercules! Hercules — what the 
mischief of a mamselle was he? You're all on the wrong tack, Andersson. To come 
here and squeal and bellow about a lubber that never hauled in a sheet! Hercules! 
Why—" 

"Wait a bit, captain," said Mattson. "Both Charles XII and this Hercules 
were infants in swaddling clothes compared to Gustav Mattson of Södervik just 
the same. He was Swedish, Judas priest and ring the alarm! For I knew him—"

"Listen here, Engström!  Shut up, Mattson!"

"Skoal, Engström! Will you tell me this: what does he know about Charles 
XII? Not a bean he knows, if he doesn't say he was the strongest lad that ever 
wore pants. Out with it now!"

"Yes, Charles XII was an uncommonly vigorous chap, but he was a little  
chap —"

"Little chap! LITTLE! Good Lord and the devil deliver us! Has this thing 
gone to school and doesn't know any better than that? Why, Engström, he was 
big as a house, and his sword there was no one else could lift, it says in the books.  
He was little?  Like hell he was! How little was he then?  How — "

"Listen, captain," Mattson interrupted, "this Gustav Mattson I was telling 
of — "
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"Go hang yourself with your Gustav Mattson!" yelled the captain emptying 
his glass. "How little does Engström think Charles XII was? Was he the size of a 
thumbnail? Or the size of Andersson's nose? or Mattson's jaw? A man that's read 
books like you have ought to be able to tell us that."

"Yes, but we mustn't quarrel, for it's a question about good old Sweden. 
Promise me, captain, not to get furious if I tell how Charles XII really looked."

"All right."

"But anyway, captain," said Mattson, "he was a flea compared — "

"Keep still, I say! Engström, how big was Charles XII?"

"He wasn't  as  big as Hercules,  I'll  take my oath,"  said Andersson.  "For 
Hercules — "

"Be quiet, mate! Devil's in it but I'll have command of my own people on 
board my own boat. How was it, Engström?"

"Why, he was a little fellow with reddish hair, about five feet tall and not at 
all a wrestler or an athlete. But he was remarkably vigorous when there was need. 
He was a staunch chap who could do more than most men of his size. Go and see 
his clothes in the Nordiska Museum when you come to Stockholm. You couldn't 
get them on with a shoehorn, captain. Furthermore I can say that my father-in-
law was there and made a portrait of him when they last opened his coffin in the 
Riddarholmskyrka. It's from his account that I have what I know of the size of the 
king."

"Well, that beats the devil," said the captain.

"Yes,  but  Hercules  then?"  inquired  the  mate.  "Was  your  father-in-law 
there when they opened his coffin?"

"No, he was too late for that opening."

"That's a pity, that is," said the mate and took a mighty pull at his glass. "Is 
this true then? It's claimed that Hercules was the very worst hand for a fight — "

"Poof!" said Mattson, "what a souse he'd have had if he'd scrapped with 
Gustav Mattson of Södervik! For he was Sweden's strongest man, and that I'll  
stick to. He came over on the same boat I did to Kvarken. That'll be forty years  
since now and — "

"Whew!" interrupted Captain Söderbom, "that was the deuce and all, that 
about Charles XII. Is it really true what you said, Engström? That he was little 
and slight and red-haired? I'll take down the portrait then, that I will."
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"You mustn't do that, captain. For if a fellow's little and slight and red-
haired, and still is true blue, does things that others can't do after him, and does 
them better than the big lummoxes, he's pluckier and better worth admiring just 
because he's small  in size. But now I should like to hear what big things this 
Gustav Mattson of Södervik has done. Will you let Skipper Mattson tell you how 
it went?"

"Yes,  let  him  shoot.  But  Charles  XII  and  Hercules  can  go  to  Jericho. 
Andersson can say what he likes."

"Let's see," began Mattson, "let's see. Where shall I start? I'll start with a 
skoal. Well, I was sailing on the Rosenklippe, that old brig, you know, that was 
sold  here  a  while  back.  We were  up  in  North  Kvarken  one  day  lying  on  the 
starboard tack before a light breeze north by northeast. There were a whole lot of  
sloops there, mostly yachts from Roslagen. Right then came the hell of a tearer 
from the east northeast. Everything was white all at once, and it wasn't a gale, it 
was a hurricane. Engström, who is a seaman, can understand we got the mischief 
on our starboard quarter."

"Yes, but what's that got to do with the strongest man in Sweden?"

"Don't break in. I'll tell how it all was. We shipped a sea on the starboard 
quarter, and with that both the royal sheets went, and the sheets whipped off the 
royals, and the whole caboodle was carried to Davy Jones. The sheets held on the 
fore-to'gallant sail, but when we tried to lower, there was a slack in the sail, and 
the canvas went the same as the other. And — "

"Avast  there,  Mattson,"  broke  in  Captain  Söderbom,  "that's  all  fine 
enough, but keep to your course. It was about Gustav Mattson — "

"Captain," said Mattson, "if I'm to tell this story, I've got to — breath o' my 
body! — tell the whole thing. Skoal! When we had lowered the main-to'gallant 
sail, the lee sheet and halliards broke so that it sounded like a cannon shot, and 
the cordage whipped apart the yard of the main- topsail. All right! The staysail 
veered, and the sheet and sail blew up on the foremast spars, and when the flying 
jib was lowered, the blocks tore the inner jib. The topmast held — "

"See here, Mattson, don't cough up so much nautical stuff, for that doesn't 
interest Engström. This Gustav Mattson — "

"Hold your gaff — and skoal! If I'm to tell this, it's got to be all or nothing.  
We hauled the  stu'nsail  up to the gaff.  All  that  was  done in  a  twinkling.  But  
afterwards we had to put her under as little sail as possible so as to keep all clear 
and not make too much leeway. So we hauled — "

"Keep on the job, Mattson! Devil's in the man!"
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"So we hauled in the stu'nsail and made all fast. We lowered the rags of the main 
topsail and made fast. There she lay under mainsail, foretopsail, foresail, jib and 
foreto'gallantsail. We let the mainsail alone, for it had held — "

"He's hell for a sermon," said the mate.

"Skoal! But we lay a little too deep and had to steer a westerly course so as 
to fall  off to the sou'west,  and then we got the wind abeam and sailed like in 
raspberry juice into the northern inlet of Ratan harbor. Is there anyone who's 
been in Ratan? Devil be thanked for that! Engström's been there. Well, then he 
knows how it is. We were the first that came in before the storm, but afterwards a  
whole mass of others came in. A lot of them looked like hoboes, so they had to lay 
to, repair and patch. The storm held, so one day a bunch of us roughnecks made 
it up to have a dance and jamboree for the girls of the place. Brandy we had, and 
what we didn't have we got. There were seven or eight of us boys who fixed it all 
up and hired a kitchen and room of an old woman. We could all of us play the 
accordion, but it wasn't all of us that wanted to dance, and so those that didn't 
want to dance could sit and play poker or tarock or what the devil else there was  
— " 

"Yes, but Gustav Mattson, the fellow that was so strong — "

"If  you  won't  let  me tell  it  the  way  I  choose,  you  can  go  up  to  Ratan 
yourselves and ask about it. But with that a whole gang of Norrlanders came in, 
lumberyard men of course, and wanted to get into it and dance. 'Come in and 
welcome,' says we, for the girls could of course take their chances among the new 
lot. 'You're welcome to dance,' says we, 'but we have so little brandy that it hardly 
does for us. But dance you may as much as you like — the music we'll stand treat 
for,'  says  we.  Then  the  Norrlanders  got  ugly  because  they  couldn't  have  any 
spirits,  and right there a Norrlander tripped a boy from Vaddö,  just south of  
here.  But  that  he  shouldn't  have  done,  for  that  was  none  other  than  Gustav 
Mattson. He has the same name as me, but I won't just assert that it was me. He 
was of about the same strength as me.

"All right. Gustav Mattson went out to us where we were sitting playing 
poker and told how things were and asked if we shouldn't begin chucking out. But 
I was sitting in good luck with the game and answered, 'No-o, Gustav Mattson, 
plenty of time for that.  We'll  wait a moment.'   Then he went in and began to 
dance again.  But right as  he was  dancing,  there was some one that  opened a 
window  and  fired  in  a  bucket  full  of  grease  and  slop  and  such  through  the 
window, and it struck Gustav Mattson and the girl he was dancing with, and the 
floor was flooded, and it smelt like the devil.

"Then Gustav Mattson went into the room again and told how it was and 
asked if we shouldn't begin chucking out.

"No, I  sat  in good luck and was near to win back what I'd laid out for 
brandy. Then says Gustav Mattson, 'I must tell you, Gustav, that I'm nasty. I'm so 
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nasty that sometimes when I wake o' mornings after I've been full,  I have my 
pockets crammed with laces and socks. And my clasp knife is always wet. I'm 
going to chuck them out now myself.'

"With  that  he  went  into  the  kitchen  and  began  to  chuck  out  the 
Norrlanders. He chucked them out of windows and doors just as it came, without 
opening the windows or doors, so that he ruined more rixdollars' worth of door-
jambs and window-frames than panes of glass.

"And when the Norrlanders were chucked out, it was only their noses that 
hit the dirt, for nothing else could come down before Mattson was out in the yard 
and began to waltz with them again. He had grabbed them as they sat on the 
chairs or leaned against the walls or were dancing.

"Of course they tried to defend themselves, but after  a moment or two 
there was no blade left on their knives and no lid on their snuff-boxes. And where 
Gustav Mattson came, he swung his arms like this and like that, and there was a 
passage behind him, a passage so wide you could have driven a carriage and pair 
after him.

"Out in the yard there was an old dried-up well.  There he threw down 
sixteen of them, for there wasn't room for more. And both Captain Söderbom and 
Andersson and Engström may reckon there must have been one hell of a mix-up 
at the bottom of that well.

"But it's so that when a fellow begins to scrap and is successful and carries 
all before him, he gets more and more in the swing of it.    I know that myself 
from  Hamburg  and  Lübeck  and Genoa, when I was in my best form. And 
Gustav Mattson was in the swing — there was no limit any more. He began to run 
and get big stones, which he threw into the kitchen and into the hall. It wasn't  
one, it was hundreds, that I'll swear as true as I hope to get to heaven and not to 
Old Nick when I die.    And I swear by the same token that none of the stones he 
threw in were so small it didn't take three or four full-sized Norrlanders to roll  
them out; I say roll, for to pick them up was clean impossible. The Ratan folks 
kept rolling at the stones for six days before they could even begin to get anything 
to rights in the rooms. 

"One  stone  they  couldn't  get  any  further  than  to  the  garden  outside. 
There it  lies  still,  and on it  in gold letters  stand engraved these exact  words: 
GUSTAV MATTSON. That's   my name,  though it wasn't me and though I was 
along.    But it's something of an honor to have been there on such an occasion. 
Now I ask of Captain Söderbom and Andersson and Engström: Could Charles XII 
or that Hercules fellow have cleaned out the Norrlander saw-mill hands like that? 
I just ask them. Come right out with it!    I've been in a shindy where I haven't 
touched my feet to the ground for a quarter of an hour, we were so close, so I  
know from experience. And Engström knows that they've built the new dance 
floor at Grisselhamn with so much space between the planks so that the blood 
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can run off as fast as possible; that he knows, for Engström has been in it too. 
But how much has Charles XII been in?    Not a smell!    That I'll swear to.    If he 
had known how it goes in Roslagen or in Norrland, he'd have come here on leave 
of absence and not kept on playing down in Russia and Turkey — that is if he'd 
really wanted a scrap."

"Well, but Mattson," I asked, "what was Mattson doing all this time while 
Gustav Mattson was cleaning up the row?"

"I  told  Engström a while  since,  and both Captain  Söderbom and mate 
Andersson are my witnesses besides,  that I  said I  was sitting in good luck at  
poker. If I had come in, there hadn't needed to be any scrap. Skoal!"
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The Grey Seal

MATTS ERS and Östergren had taken in the salmon net, for there was a 
stiff north-easter, and the sea was rising. In the fishing shed Matts had a bottle,  
out of the way of the old woman's religious scruples and ill humour. While this 
was passing from mouth to mouth, with hearty gulps, Jan Matts came along and 
the bottle found another customer.

Under the lee of the rock the sun and the liquor warmed them up, and the 
old men grew boastful and ripe for exploits worthy of their manhood.

' 'Twouldn't be easy to get along if one got into that there sea, the way it's 
working up,' said Östergren.

'That there sea! That's no sea, you fool.  Just like stirring a pot,  neither 
more nor less,' countered Matts Ers.

Tool  yourself,'  said  Jan  Matts.  'One  gets  giddy  from  the  splash  and 
breakers and swirl.'

'Giddy?' bawled Matts Ers. 'I've not bathed for at least thirty years, but I'll 
lay a bottle I'll swim to Loskär and back, even if it pelts with rain and the floods 
arise, as the Scripture says.'

'You may brag and bluster  when you're in liquor,'  said Jan Matts.  'But 
you're not a better man than our father Abraham who's dead. You would have to 
learn a bit about diving, for you would go to the bottom and stay there for eel-
meat, you would. But I'll lay a bottle, if you're all that tired of the salmon fishing 
and your old woman.'

'Done with you. You're a witness, Östergren.' 

Matts Ers began with a supercilious air to undress and soon stood stripped 
to the buff.

'Aren't you going to have a dram before you start swallowing salt water? 
Here's how.'

'Here's how.' Matts Ers walked in and began to cut through the seas with 
steady strokes.

At the window of his cottage Åland's-Henrik sat reading the Östhammar 
paper, now and then casting a glance out to sea.

'But what in hell  is  that?  There's a grey seal  between Loskäret and the 
point. Look, Stava, ain't that a seal out there at sea?'
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Mother Stava took a look.

'I suppose it is a seal, though seems to me it's a bit curly about the head.'

'Curly? You're crazy. There ain't a doubt it's a seal.'

Åland's-Henrik took his old seal-gun from the wall and ran out. He went 
stealthily, taking cover behind the rocks on the shore, springing forward when the 
seal was hidden by a wave, and standing motionless when it was  visible.  Seals 
have eyes on them. 

This seal was not hurrying itself.   'He's disabled in some way,'  thought 
Henrik.

Thus by degrees the marksman reached the headland of Köpmansholm, 
took up his position behind a rock and sighted.

Bang! The bullet struck a couple of inches in front of the nose of Matts Ers 
and the water splashed over the swimmer's face. He only spluttered a little and 
went on, for in the splashing and roar he had not heard the shot.

'The devil!' said Åland's-Henrik to himself and began to reload, crouching 
behind a rock. 'He must be disabled or he'd dive.'

But Östergren and Jan Matts had heard the shot and observed Aland's-
Henrik. They grasped at once that the life of Matts Ers hung by a single hair. 
Shouting was no good. It would not be heard in that wind. They started to run so 
that the seaweed flew about their legs. It takes some little time to load a seal-gun, 
and if they did not get to the hunter before he was ready there was certainly going 
to be a funeral in Grisslehamn.

Åland's-Henrik loaded calmly and thoroughly, with a rather larger charge 
of powder, for the seal had got some fathoms farther away. He rammed down the  
bullet with expert and sure touch. They he lay down and sighted again.

'This time I'm going to bore a hole in your skull, my fine fellow!

But the next moment he felt a firm grip on his coat collar.  He was jerked 
back and the shot went into the beach.

'Who in hell . . . ?'

'Are you crazy, that you want to shoot Matts Ers? asked Östergren. 'Ain't 
you got no eyes in your head?'

'My  God!'  said  Åland's-Henrik,  'Have  I  been  shooting  at  Matts  Ers?  I 
thought he was a grey seal, though Stava did fancy he was sort of curly about the  

11



head. That's two bullets wasted, though it's a mercy I missed him, of course, come 
to that.'

Matts Ers had reached Loskäret, felt bottom under his feet and began the 
return journey. The three others went round the bay and met him by the shed just 
as he walked up out of the water.

'What did I say?' asked Matts Ers. 'That was a cheap bottle! Never you bet 
with me, or you'll find yourself fooled every time, Jan Matts!'

'It's you as is going to pay for the bottle for Östergren and me, along of us 
saving your life for you. Åland's-Henrik thought you were a seal and fired two 
shots at you, and we ran and warned him.'

'The devil he did!' said Matts Ers. 'Then it's you, Henrik, that'll pay for the 
bottle, as have just missed getting into trouble.'

'Pay? It's you as'll pay for it if anyone does, you who might have been lying 
a corpse in the shed this evening, you fool, to go in bathing, so as one can't take 
you for anything but a brute beast. And my two wasted bullets are sure worth a 
drink at the least.'

'Nay, I'm not paying,' said Östergren. 'Come to that I think it's our Lord 
who has paid today.'

'Aye,' said Jan Matts, 'Östergren is right, and when our Lord has paid so 
much as he has to-day he may as well pay for a bottle too, as Matts Ers won't. For 
the rest, one can't ask a grey seal with a curly head to stand drinks.'
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Osarkrak

SOME years ago a European wintered with the Polar Eskimos, the most 
northerly people in the world.

It was the easier for him that he had Eskimo blood in his veins and spoke the 
language. In other respects he was a modern European.

He was the son of a priest in South Greenland, and had spent his early 
youth there. But even to the South Greenlanders the Polar Eskimos were only 
known through legends. Their storyteller spoke of a wonderful people in the far 
north who dressed in bearskins and ate raw meat. But none of the storytellers 
had met anyone who had ventured so far north, for the land up there was shut in 
by ice, and the sun never rose.

These legends never left him any peace. They were in his dreams day and 
night, and when he became a man, he determined to visit the people of the north. 
He was my guest for a while just when this determination was ripening. We tried 
to play Eskimos in a canoe in the absence of a kayak.

He taught me the Greenlanders' method of stalking seal and catching eider 
and gulls — for the strongest snells for fishhooks are cut from gulls' wing feathers. 
One can lift a man with them.

And sometimes it amuses me still to lie in a cranny in the outermost islet,  
wave a gull's wing and call trrrrr, trrrrr, so that it rings across the sea.

He taught me to crawl out of a kayak in a swell, to cut snow blocks for 
houses and make a strong cord out of a whole sealskin — and to dress it, but I  
prefer to say nothing about that process.

And then he went to Greenland.

When he came home again he was accompanied by Osarkrak, and about 
him he related what I am now going to write.

He himself clearly considered it unimportant in comparison with others of 
his experiences. But I do not, and that is why I wish to rescue it from oblivion. We 
may call my informant Knud.

When he had lived for a year with the Polar Eskimos, had hunted bears, 
walrus,  seal  and  reindeer  with  them,  had  shared  in  the  killing  of  whale  and 
narwhal, and with them had drowsed through the long polar night, homesickness 
came  with  the  flush  that  announced  the  spring  sun  behind  the  snow  clad 
mountains and glaciers. He began to make preparations for the journey home. It 
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was  necessary  to  put  the  sleighs  in  good  condition,  to  pick  out  dogs  and  to 
arrange a thousand important details.

Knud's friend Osarkrak, an Eskimo of twenty-five, had for days been going 
about  deep  in  thought.  They  had  learnt  to  be  good friends.  Together  in  dog 
sleighs they had tried to penetrate as far north as possible, on the sea-ice, across 
glaciers, up on the inland ice. They had slept together in rock crevices and ice 
holes, starved and gorged under the same vicissitudes, and now they were to part.

But one day something seemed to have come to a head in Osarkrak, and he 
said:

'I have shown you my country; now you shall show me yours.'

Knud had not reckoned on this, but by Eskimo standards it was entirely 
just, and he could not refuse.

He had certainly tried to give Osarkrak a conception of European society 
and  the  meaning  of  town,  countryside  with  forests,  ploughed  fields  and 
marvelous beasts of all kinds, horses, oxen and cows, sheep and pigs, but he had 
at  the  same time been convinced that  the  savage  was  only  pretending out  of 
politeness to believe in such tales — for the Eskimo is very polite. Now, however, 
he was to come and convince himself of the truth of the European's tales, and 
these were far more fantastic than the Greenlanders' own, which were concerned 
with the dangerous tornits, fabulous beings by whom the Greenlanders believe 
the interior of the country to be inhabited, or inuarudligkats, dwarf creatures who 
can kill by merely pointing at their victim, or erkigdlits who have dogs' bodies, or  
the amarok, a beast as big as a mountain, or giant foxes and giant hares and a 
thousand other mysterious beings — and first and last with sorcery and other 
marvels performed by their angakuts,  sorcerers and priests who know how to 
release their souls from their bodies and transport them whither they will.

Osarkrak accompanied Knud to Europe. He had no idea of the expense he 
would occasion, for the Polar Eskimo do not know the meaning of money. They 
do  not  even  practice  barter,  but  each  takes  care  of  himself,  and  he  who  is 
incompetent as a hunter goes under.

When Osarkrak went ashore from the big kayak, the steamer, on the quay 
of the great city, he was terrified.

Gigantic dogs drew sleighs with houses on them in which people dwelt. 
Those were the horse trams and omnibuses. And people went about unarmed and 
in  flocks  like  the  long  tailed  duck  in  springtime.  And there  was  a  din  and a 
rumbling, as when the ice breaks up before a westerly gale, or when a glacier 
calves. And they did not only walk; they ran as if a whale had stranded or as if  
they had to get in out of a snowstorm.
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And in the midst of all  this  stood Osarkrak,  at  home in Greenland the 
mighty hunter, the object of desire and admiration for the women, but here only a 
little  cross-eyed Eskimo with long blue-black hair  falling to shoulders,  knock-
kneed and clad in bearskin anorak, bearskin breeches and sealskin kamiks and 
without a harpoon or so much as a dart with which to defend himself if he was 
attacked.

He said: 'Knud, we must flee, we must run!'

And  he  started  running  blindly  in  the  direction  that  looked  least 
dangerous.   Knud had great difficulty in catching him. People stared at the little 
skin-clad man, and Knud thought it wisest to let him calm himself down within 
four walls.  He wanted to take a cab,  but Osarkrak was ready to sink into the 
ground  at  the  approach  of  the  giant  dog  and  the  big  amulet-decked,  whip-
swinging sorcerer who was sitting by the wall of the rolling house.

Accordingly they went on foot and Osarkrak's astonishment grew as his 
terror abated.

At the bottom of deep ravines, in whose walls the people had dug out their  
dwellings, the men and women of the great settlement intermingled.  What did 
they want, what was their object? Osarkrak found their behaviour ludicrous.

And  through  the  vast  and  marvelously  transparent  bladders  that  were 
stretched in front of the enormous windows he saw their household gear and 
amulets.   He saw things that not even the greatest angakok at Cape York knew of. 
And the house doors were so high that one could walk through them upright. 
But where did the women strip off the skins of the seals the men caught? And 
when was the hunting anyhow?  Here the women went idle with no knives in 
their hands and the men went to and fro unarmed.  A wonderful country, this of 
yours, Knud.  But of course they have been out after the oxen and sheep and pigs 
you spoke of?

Knud could not explain, for Osarkrak would not have understood.

They went in through a mighty door the width of one and the height of two 
harpoon shafts, walked up a stairway of elaborately fashioned  stone work  and 
came  into  a  room  without  bunks, without fireplace on the floor and without 
skins upon the walls. No one was at home.  No young mothers lay naked giving 
suck to their children, and no seal-meat was cooking over blubber lamps. But of 
course the men were out hunting and were expected home, and the women were 
waiting on the beach to lend a hand with the quarry and the kayaks.

Knud had taken Osarkrak to the nearest  hotel  and tried to explain  the 
meaning  of  that  word;  a  hospitable  house  inhabited  by  great  hunters,  open-
handed with their meat.
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Osarkrak went round the room examining everything while Knud made 
his arrangements by telephone.

The telephone was  the  European angakut's  magic  drum, the  means by 
which one caused the soul to leave the body and visit the souls of others. This 
seemed quite natural to Osarkrak.

But in the course of his wanderings along the walls Osarkrak came upon a 
button of walrus tusk surrounded by a ring of brown wood.   He asked what this 
button was for. Knud answered: 'If you press the button once a man will come in 
and ask if you want meat.   Press it twice, and a woman will come and ask what 
she can do for you.'

Osarkrak roared with laughter.

'A strange land, the land of the white people. If one presses a bone button 
once a man comes in, and if you press twice a woman comes. A most strange 
land! Press twice.'

Knud pressed twice. A chambermaid came in, answered his inquiries and 
disappeared.

Osarkrak slapped his knees and roared with laughter.

'Most strange.  Now let me try.  But you must go out.'

Knud went out into the corridor and heard Osarkrak press twice. The girl 
came back and went in. Knud heard a scream of terror and rushed in just in time 
to rescue the frightened woman from the Eskimo's embrace.

'Knud,' said Osarkrak, 'I didn't think you who are my friend would cheat 
me like that. But I admit too that I didn't really believe in the button's power. We 
have  amulets  that  are  much stronger.  There  are  clearly  also  worthless  spells 
among the Kavdlunaks.

The Eskimos call  themselves Inuits (human beings). The Europeans are 
called Kavdlunaks.

An officer to whom Knud had telephoned now knocked and came in. He 
was in uniform and wore a sword, and as this was the first weapon Osarkrak had 
seen in the country of the Kavdlunaks, it interested him.

He expressed through Knud his supposition that it was used to kill oxen, 
sheep  and  pigs  with,  but  the  lieutenant  had  it  conveyed  to  him  that  it  was 
exclusively for killing human beings.

Osarkrak's interest was raised to the highest power.
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'Well, when you kill a man, is it standing or on the run?'

The lieutenant had to admit that he never had killed a man.

Osarkrak's eyes opened wide in astonishment. But this astonishment gave 
way the next second to a look of the most utter contempt, and he turned his back 
on the lieutenant with true Indian dignity. He did not look at the lieutenant so 
long as the latter remained in the room.

A weapon that had never been used? Osarkrak's faith in the Kavdlunaks 
had received another blow.

But Osarkrak realized that he must have European clothes and a stick, a 
weapon which he saw carried in the street by most men and therefore conceived 
to be the principal attribute of manhood. So Knud took him to a clothing shop.

Osarkrak chose a grey double-breasted suit and a cloth cap with a peak. 
Shoes were the worst difficulty but at last he found a pair that was not too tight.  
And now Osarkrak was,  in his own opinion, externally a complete Kavdlunak, 
when  Knud  pointed  to  his  foot-long  hair  which  would  in  any  event  attract 
curiosity.  But  Osarkrak  would  not  hear  of  having  it  cut.  Cutting  the  hair  is 
unworthy of a man. On the other hand he insisted on a collar and cuffs.

And now came the question of taking him out to the country to Knud's 
relations, where an Eskimo family from South Greenland was living, the head of 
which was in training as a catechist and where he thus would have company.

Knud was afraid there would be difficulty in getting him into the train, but 
by now Osarkrak had seen so much that nothing either scared or surprised him. 
He was now exclusively devoting himself to the detection of humbug.

Out  in  the  country  he  was  able  to  live  as  much as  possible  in  Eskimo 
fashion, that is to say not hunting but eating till he could eat no more. There for 
the first time he saw a tree and there he saw the Kavdlunaks' oxen, sheep and 
pigs, ducks and geese. He was happy.

One day one of the royal Princes wished to see the remarkable savage, who 
was,  by  the  way,  now half  Europeanized,  though he had  not  yet  grasped  the 
organization of our society.  Osarkrak wanted to know what a prince was,  and 
Knud could only  explain  by saying  that  a  prince  was  a  man who always  had 
enormous quantities of food all the year round.

In short, they traveled to the capital and betook themselves to the palace, 
in  front  of  which  a  sentry  with  fixed  bayonet  was  marching  to  and  fro.  But 
Osarkrak thought this was a trap and started to run. It had been raining,  the 
streets were muddy, Osarkrak, who was unpractised in the management of his 
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stick,  got it  entangled between his knees and fell  on his face in the mud, was 
captured and cleaned up as well as possible.

After  Knud  had  succeeded  in  persuading  him  that  the  armed  man's 
disposition was entirely friendly, he got him up the stairway. But in the audience 
chamber he encountered yet another frightful danger in the shape of a pure-bred 
English  bulldog.  Such  a  beast  Osarkrak  had  not  so  much  as  imagined.  It 
resembled what he had possibly heard about the Kavdlunaks' devil and, mad with 
terror, he ran down the stairs. It was only with the greatest difficulty that he let  
himself be brought up again.

And the  prince  and princess  came  in,  entertained  themselves,  through 
Knud, with Osarkrak for half an hour — the audience was over - nothing to eat — 
humbug again! So a prince had no food.

And Knud got the blame.

On the way back to the railway station they passed a game-dealer's shop in 
front of which hung a roe deer. Osarkrak absolutely insisted that Knud should 
take it home with him to repay in some measure the hospitality they had both 
enjoyed in his family. Knud was obliged to buy the deer so as not to sink too 
much  in  Osarkrak's  esteem.  Osarkrak  had  never  succeeded  in  learning  the 
meaning of money.

Like all people from the Arctic who are moved to southward, Osarkrak fell 
ill. He got pneumonia and hovered for several weeks between life and death.
He lay  between thick  feather  beds  and sweated  and raved and shouted for  a 
snowstorm as the only thing that could cool him. But when the crisis was over 
and he regained consciousness and realized his helplessness, weak in the extreme 
as he was, he found his plight unworthy of a man.

He wanted to die and asked Knud to help him. He had seen a revolver on 
the wall, and Knud was to shoot him with it.

But Knud would not. Then he asked for the loan of a paper knife that was 
lying on a table in the room — he would certainly not do anything with it, he only 
wanted to look at it.

But when that was not allowed either, he flew into a rage.

'I have helped you in my land and worked for you like a man and now you 
will not do me the small service of helping me to die!'

And he turned his face to the wall and neither addressed nor answered 
Knud for two weeks.

18



But with the convalescence of his body, his mind recovered too. He wished 
to live and began to feel homesick.

The country of the Kavdlunaks was great and rich, but it was no country 
for a Polar Eskimo. He had learned to criticize us. We were strong and powerful, 
but we were not consistent. In many instances we were foolish. Our religion, of 
which he had picked up some notion, did not appeal to him. Why did we want to 
inculcate our laws and commandments on him, when we ourselves did not live in 
accordance with them.

He did not understand our class distinctions. Our social institutions were 
absurd, for example our conception and practice of marriage. On that point we 
were entirely foolish.

He had learned in a short time to read and write. One of Knud's friends 
asked him to write something in an album.

He wrote — and here follows Knud's translation: 'It seems to me that you 
white people love one — but marry another — and are happy. Osarkrak.'

What do my women readers say to that?

In parenthesis: If Osarkrak happened to drop anything in a room in which 
there was a woman, it would not occur to him to pick it up himself. That was the 
woman's business. He only pointed silently and majestically first at the woman 
and then at the thing dropped — and was obeyed.

I  never  saw Osarkrak,  but  I  corresponded with  him a  little.  Knud had 
asked him to make me a paper knife out of a fine walrus tusk. He hacked out a  
monstrosity of a knife. When Knud asked him why he had not bestowed his usual 
care and skill on the work, he took a newspaper and cut it in two.

'It is good enough to spoil paper with. '

But Osarkrak got a lot of knives from me and other friends. Zorn sent him 
dozens of Mora knives. When he got them, he said: 'When I came to the land of 
the Kavdlunaks I was poorer than any, hut I go home as the richest of all.'

And he went. Now he is a hunter again. Perhaps he is sitting now on the 
bunk in his smoky hut telling of the mighty Kavdlunaks and their humbug. Or 
perhaps the sea has already demanded him as a victim.

Now that I am about to finish the story of Osarkrak and see the ink flowing 
out of the pen, I am reminded of his name for ink. It is pretty and significant 
enough: 'Thought's blood.'
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A Jest of Janson’s

'NAY, Inspector, a lawbreaker I've never been and never shall be, 'pon my 
word!'

'Janson, you're a fox, that's  what you are.  What were you up to out at 
Lillharan the day before yesterday for instance?'

'There? I go there to look for the old man's old cod ground when I have an 
off day. You see the old man and Österberg of Långskär fell out, and Österberg 
sawed off the old pine tree of Storkubben which was the one landmark — the 
damned old  thief  — and since  then  it  has  been  clean  impossible  to  find  the 
ground. And there where one went fair crazy with cod!'

'Cod me here and cod me there, Janson, but when we were there yesterday 
there were the marks of fire on Lillskäret  and the seaweed was  full  of  empty 
German jam pots. Fresh tracks, Janson, and, what's more, they had lighted the 
fire with an Estonian newspaper. Now listen, Janson, you were not out with cod 
tackle in that weather. Anyhow, Zaccheus Erikson said that he had seen you go 
ashore  on  Lillskäret  or  at  least  that  your  boat  had  gone  out  of  sight  behind 
Lillskäret when he sailed from Lillharan.' 

'Zaccheus,  that psalm-singing humbug!  If you're going to believe a word 
them gospel mongers says, Inspector, you'll have your work cut out.  But it's no 
damned use trying to argue with you if you want to make me out a criminal. Are 
you prepared to say in the presence of witnesses what you've said to me to-day? 
Nay, you dursn't. All my life I've lived at peace with the law and the prophets, and 
I'm too old now to take to devilry.   Let me alone, or . . . . '

'Don't you get excited, Janson. I've got my own notions about you. Only let 
me tell you that smuggling don't pay in the long run. The risks are too great.'

'It's all right for you, Inspector, and the coast guard, to make one haul after 
another, come to that. But don't go shoving your damned snouts into my business 
. . . . '

'There, there, Janson, I only want to . . . . '

'I  don't care a damn what you want,  but I  want you to mind your own 
business. Don't give me any more of your lip, you damned cockerel. It fair makes 
me sick to look at you, and remember that old man Janson doesn't go to pieces 
when you touch him. Get along with you; I'm beginning to see red. Aye, get a 
move on and don't disturb me in my lawful occupation, you bloody spy.'
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I'll keep an eye on you, Janson,' said the Excise Inspector and lounged off 
towards the jetty where the Excise cutter was waiting. Janson spat after him in a 
beautiful liquorice-coloured curve and resumed the mending of his eel-basket.

Two  days  later  Zaccheus  Erikson  turned  up  at  the  customs-house  at 
Tallsund and asked for an interview with the Inspector. He was very mysterious 
and whispered that he wished to speak in private. Well, there was no difficulty 
about that. He did not want the coast guards to know that he had anything to do 
with the affair, for he wanted to live in peace with his neighbours, but things were 
not as they should be out at Lillharan. This morning just at sunrise, as he was 
rowing out to take in his herring nets, he heard a motor out in those parts. He 
took his spyglasses and saw that there were people on Lillskäret. Then he carried 
on down to Storkubben and went up to the white mark, and from there he saw a 
big motor boat lying between Lillharan and Lillskäret, and there were people out 
in a dinghy, and it looked as if they were fishing. And after a while the motor boat 
stood out to sea again. It was a regular speed-boat, for it wasn't long before it 
disappeared behind the Skälkobbarna.

'Very good, Zaccheus. But, tell me, have you heard tell of any old cod-bank 
out off Lillharan? Old man Janson maintains that he's been looking for one out 
there  that  his  father  knew of,  but  which  they have lost  the  bearings  of  since 
Österberg of Långskär sawed off a pine on Storkubben.'

'Nay, that's just one of Janson's tales.  And it's only these last days he's 
taken to going out there as I know of, and I'd been bound to have seen him if he 
had.'

'Very good, Zaccheus.  Can you more or less indicate the place where they 
looked as if they were fishing?' 

'Oh, aye, more or less.'

'Then you'd better come along with me this afternoon, Zaccheus. It'll mean 
a pretty penny for you, too, if we make a haul. And so far as the neighbours are 
concerned, the Customs don't give anything away. We'll take your boat in tow and 
run down into the sound between Rumpö and Granskär, where we'll not be seen.  
There  we'll  lie  till  dusk  and then row slowly  in  your  boat  towards  Lillskäret. 
There'll be no moon and it's cloudy, so it suits fine. If they are fetching anything 
tonight, we shall catch the boys in the act. That all right, Zaccheus?'

'Nay, Inspector, I can't do that. I've got to go out with my eel-traps this 
evening. I can't afford to be idle a whole day, now that the eels are beginning to 
come in and the weather's so suitable — and for the matter of that I don't want to, 
for this sort of thing always leaks out and I'd be eternally disgraced through all  
the Skerries. Nay, I'll not do it, Inspector.'

'Yes, but think of the money if we make a haul.' 
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'Aye, but if you don't make a haul. Nay, I'll not do it.  I should say I've done 
enough, come to that.'

Zaccheus   was   impossible.  He   sailed  away  with  a  good conscience, for 
he had done a good action.

But  instead  of  sailing  south-eastward  on  the  course  to  his  island,  he 
rounded Tallsund Point and ran due east.

That afternoon the excise cutter sputtered off and by dusk she was lying 
well hidden between Rumpön and Granskäret. At midnight the excise men rowed 
to Lillskäret in the dinghy, dragged it into a hawthorn copse and crept up on to 
the rock to observe. The sea was quiet but the sky was overcast. One could have 
heard the sound of oars several miles off. 

But nothing was heard. All was silence and peace. The spies sat all night 
with their ears cocked and their eyes peeled. Then gradually the eastern sky grew 
red and soon the sun's disc came up like a red cap-peak beside Lillharen. And 
now it was up and it was time to be making a move.

But there were no fresh tracks of people on Lillskäret. Wait — down on the 
ledge lay two stones some yards apart. They had not lain there before. Of course 
they were not there for nothing. Perhaps one should have these stones in a line to 
find something that had been sunk.

'Two of you go and bring the boat round; there's something here for sure,'  
said the Inspector. 'You've got your under-water glass with you?'

'Aye, aye, sir.'

Soon the boat was scraping on the shingle and the officer sat in the stern 
with the glass on his knee, they pushed off and backed softly out. The Inspector  
sank the primitive object-glass in the water and gave the order: 'Row easy and 
keep the stones in line.'

'Aye, aye, sir.'

'Avast pulling.   There's something here gleaming in the weed —and there 
too — and there.    Avast. Out with the grapnel. Those Estonians must have been 
proper greenhorns. Think of putting it so close inshore.   They're fools enough to 
lay a line to it.'

'Now I've got it,' shouted the coast-guard with the grapnel and hauled in. 
'Yes, that's it all right. They are the usual two gallon kegs. So it's just as lucky 
Zaccheus didn't come along — there's one less to share. We needn't let him in on 
this. Or if we want to be generous we can give him five bob. Now there's one 
salvaged.  Ship your  oars.  And number two.  Same sort.  But  it  was  a shocking 
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rotten line. I guess it was an old halliard. Number three, welcome to my ark, said 
old man Noah. Four — and five — and six — and seven — but what the devil's 
this?   Sure as I'm alive I believe it's a chamber pot.' And that's the end of the rope 
too.'

The coast-guard held in his hand an old sheet iron chamber pot. He gazed 
at the Inspector.

The Inspector gazed at the rusty worn out article.

'Just as I was going to sing out eight, I brings up a pot. And that makes 
poetry,' said the coast guard. 'Open one of the kegs — forrard with a corkscrew — 
look lively — there's some hoax here. Why, can't you get the cork out, Mattson? 
Have you never opened a Class I before, eh?'

Mattson sniffed at the keg.

'That's water, sir.'

I'd have staked my soul on it. It's that damned old swine Janson, of course;  
it can't possibly be Zaccheus. He's a pious bloke. But let me get hold of Janson.  
Let me get hold of the fox.' The Inspector ground his teeth. 'Well, we have sure 
been had. But don't let it get about. Oh, that damned old thief.'

In the afternoon of the same day two hundred gallons of Esthonian spirit 
were brought safely to the mainland. Old man Janson had only wanted to keep 
the excise men busy elsewhere while a motor boat took aboard the hundred kegs 
that lay anchored in front of his own jetty. He had already received his ample 
payment,  plus  two  kegs  of  spirit.  There  was  a  celebration  in  his  cottage  that 
evening. The waves of alcoholic joy ran high. Old man Zaccheus was one of the 
party.
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Swedish Panopticon

ONE March morning in the late eighteen-nineties, Johan Emil Österlund, 
an  unmarried  lighthouseman  employed  in  Trutkobben  lighthouse,  awoke, 
presumably with joy at being off duty for a whole twenty-four hours, for he had 
been taking the place of a sick comrade who had now recovered. He yawned, 
tugged at his full red beard, caught sight of the snuffbox which lay behind the 
huge eiderdown pillow, took a pinch of Swartzen's extra prime and drew up the 
blue blind on which a vessel with bulging sails and fluttering pennants hurried 
forward over a dead calm sea. He looked out of the window. Whew! The ice had 
come with the north-easter, a tremendous band that extended at least six miles 
out to sea. Were there seals in the ice? He hadn't eaten seal liver for two years.  
His mouth watered not only from the snuff. And the weather was fine. The sun 
had just  risen and the  ice  was  burning red,  with  blue  shadows,  in  the  lovely 
morning light.

Then he listened. The door into the kitchen stood half open, and from it 
could be heard peaceful breathing with the suspicion of a snore. His old mother, 
who kept house for him, was sleeping there. She was full ninety years old and 
bent like the handle of a stick, but there was grit in the old girl. No one could get  
the better of her, not a bit of it. And Johan Emil loved her with a love that knew 
no bounds. She had been strict but just, and she had been a worker all her life. He 
knew no more capable woman. That was why he had not married. For a mother 
must understand discipline and manners and know how to teach them to her 
children. He remembered how, as a widow, she put on men's breeches and long 
boots  and picked  up wreckage  for  fuel  and  earned  a  copper  when she found 
anything of value. She had been poorer than a louse on a bald head and she had 
had a hard time of it. But if only she got three flounders to her two nets, that 
served for a meal for the three young ones, while she herself dipped potatoes in  
herring brine, and kept up their table manners, with grace both before and after 
meat. The young ones were thrashed when they got into mischief and were made 
themselves  to  cut  the  switches  for  the  chastisement.  But  it  had made  decent 
fellows of them all. And Johan Emil had risen to be a lighthouse keeper, so he 
was  well  off.  But  he  still  felt  for  the  old  woman the same love  mingled with 
respect and fear that he had felt as a child. And now he was fifty-five, with a beard 
and snuff, and a uniform that had smart braid and buttons on it.

Österlund  swung his  hairy  legs  over  the  edge  of  the  bed,  drew on  his 
linsey-woolsey drawers, and went out into the kitchen to attend to the fire in the 
stove. It was so cold that he could see his breath. The old woman awoke.

'Hullo, you up, Johan Emil? I can't think why Fn getting to be so sleepy in 
the mornings. Old folk generally wake in the small hours. But you may as well 
light the fire, and then I'll put on the coffee.'
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'The ice  has come, mother,  and there may be seal  on it.    I'll  take  the 
glasses and go up the hill.'

'Don't be silly, lad.  You're not going out on the ice.'

'O well, mother, one isn't going to be drowned just having a look.'

'Nonsense. Well, children will be children. And when we have food. Don't 
you venture out on the ice, that's all I've got to say.'

'One must have a look.  That costs nothing.'

And Österlund thrust his big bare feet into the sealskin shoes that stood by 
the kitchen door, took the old sailcloth-covered ship's glasses, went out on to the 
steps and gazed out to the northward. There was not a breath of wind. The ice lay 
close to the island. No waterholes were to be seen. But far out he saw a patch that 
looked queer. It looked to be the colour of earth, and he thought something was 
alive in the earth. It was a rookery all right where the seals had bred. Ah — now 
he saw plainly.  The ice  out there was  full  of  seal,  though it  would be a risky  
business making one's way there. But he could see black spots much nearer land. 
Those  would  be  solitary  old  ones  or  bulls  sleeping  and taking  it  easy  in  the 
morning sun. There was meat on the sea, sure enough.

He went in to the old woman, shivering with the morning cold.

'There are seal on the ice, mother. I'm going to take my skridstång and go 
out, and you may scold me as much as you like. But it's long since you ate black 
puddings,  mother,  and  since  you  dipped  stewed  seal's  snout  in  salt  so  the 
dripping trickled round your mug.'

'Aye, I only say if you were a few years younger, you'd catch it, you scamp!'

'You get up now and make the coffee while I load.'

Johan Emil took down his old seal gun, which in itself weighed a quarter of 
what would be a load for a man, and began to load it. He knew exactly the charge  
of powder, cut away the edges of the home-made bullet of inch calibre, wrapped it 
in a piece of leather and rammed down with the ramrod, while the old woman, 
barelegged beneath her knitted petticoat, grumbling under her breath, shook the 
coffee roaster over the fire. They were fine beans and their fragrance soon filled 
the room, atoning for her son's lack of obedience.

They drank their coffee, and the old woman herself poured a good dram of 
spirits into her son's cup, for that was the custom in those days.
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Österland had dressed with a white shirt outermost and a white sheepskin 
cap so as not to stand out against the ice. He picked up his skridstång in the shed 
and started out to sea.

I am aware that I am going outside my story in explaining the meaning of 
skridstång. It is a ski, much longer, wider and thicker than an ordinary running 
ski. The hunter lies on it and works himself forward on the ice with the help of his 
hands and feet. In front is a place for the gun and at the foremost point a square 
piece of white sailcloth with a spy hole through which the gun-muzzle projects.  
The seal takes it for a lump of ice, so long as he does not perceive its approach. 
The white clad marksman is well concealed behind the cloth.  In this manner it is 
possible, against or across the wind, to get quite close to a seal and within range.

Besides the gun Österlund brought an axe, his good harpoon and its lines 
in  case  the  seal,  when wounded,  should  go  down  into  some  ice-hole.  It  was 
important to seize the occasion to strike when he came up for air, make the line 
fast round the harpoon shaft and play the diving beast. For on ice one cannot 
hold a wounded seal when it dives, one must have a harpoon shaft of such good 
material and of such calibre that one can lay it cross-ways over the ice-hole if 
one's own strength is insufficient.

The ice was rotten.  There was every kind — plate ice which cracks and 
rings out far in calm weather, ice that looked like thousands of bottle bottoms set 
close  together,  ice  that  had  the  effect  of  stalactites  and  ice  that  looked  like 
entangled white snakes. It was not easy to get along on all this, and for warmth 
Österlund had put on his sealskin- boots made of the skin of the grey seal, with 
the blubber adhering to the inside and drawn together with a cord at the ankle.  
These were only suitable in severe cold. In thaw they became like gruel, and the 
oil goes through double woollen stockings. One may get one's feet frozen in that 
way if it comes on cold after a thaw and one does not get ashore.

Österlund had set his course and was moving by the sun. There was not 
much raised ice to afford cover — and suddenly he saw something black between 
two ice blocks not far off. Swiftly he ducked. The ice here was level, and he softly 
and silently got the skridstång ready,  set a course and began to work himself 
forward with hands and feet. Occasionally he raised himself a little and looked 
over the edge of the sail. He had been right — there lay a seal sleeping. True he 
could see neither head nor tail, but he saw enough to know it was a big one, an 
old bull, carrying many dollars' worth of blubber, if all was as it should be. He 
went on with eyes astare through the loophole. Queer, anyhow, that the seal did 
not take a look round now and then. But the sun was so beautifully warm, and he 
was sleeping like a fat old rector who has a curate to do the work for him.

Österlund was now almost within range.  He raised himself  softly  — he 
even ventured to get up on his knees — the bull lay motionless — and far away he  
saw a swarm of seals on the earth-coloured rookery he had observed through the 
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glass. But now he saw also that there was a channel with blue water immediately 
alongside.

Now he was within range. He knew his gun and he knew himself. He had 
put bullet in bullet at fifty paces once, when they had a party at Trutkobben and, 
being in liquor, he had wanted to show off the remarkable qualities of his gun — 
not to speak of his own sobriety — so he was in no doubt about that.

No  —  now  he  dared  not  crawl  any  further.  It  was  plate-ice  and  was 
beginning to ring at the edges as they broke off. Now he sighted in God's name — 
carefully and well — and fired.

The seal did not stir. But the shot echoed terrifyingly out over the expanse. 
He rose. The seal lay there still. But away on the brown patch there was a stir. 
Hundreds of seals threw themselves into the sea.

Österlund ran forward to his seal. But the seal was no seal. It was a barrel,  
as big as a petroleum cask or bigger, frozen into the ice. But even at close range it  
looked like the contours of a fat grey seal, sleeping deeply and calmly in the sun. 
The bullet was there, however, in the middle of the barrel.  He peered into the 
bullet hole. It looked like blubber inside. Österlund took out his knife and got out 
a bit of the contents, smelt, tasted, smacked his lips. Then he sat down on the ice 
looking frightfully foolish. The cask contained wax.

Osterlund's first sensation was disappointment. He had wanted a seal. But 
as he continued to sit on the ice and thought over his position, he found that a 
cask of wax of getting on for four hundredweight — and his calculation was not 
very far wide of the mark — was worth a lot more than a seal. At the same time he 
reckoned that his hunting trip had been observed from the lighthouse. He was 
not liked by one young jackanapes of an assistant keeper. Consequently he would 
have to report his find and let it go to auction by the Customs. At an auction at  
this lighthouse station, far removed from all honour and probity it was not likely 
that many would overbid him, if he wanted to have his lawful booty himself. So 
there were possibilities  of profit  here.  He began to cut the cask loose and,  by 
ingenious  application  of  the  skridstång  and  harpoon  line,  got  it  with  great 
difficulty on to the ice. It was a tough job, and it was not before dusk that he had 
the wax in his shed. His mother scolded and made coffee while he made estimates 
and calculations. He decided that his wisest course was to go to Stockholm and 
sell the wax himself. His holiday was due in June. He had not been in Stockholm 
since, as a boy of fifteen, he had served on the schooner Blixten and had several  
times  during  the  proud  ship's  stay  at  the  capital,  been  sent  ashore  to  buy 
provisions. And had failed. And got a thrashing from the cook and the mate and 
the captain. His memories of the city were thus not entirely pleasant. But now he 
was a state servant with a salary and fourteen days' leave. Accordingly he was 
going to travel and do a bit of business and, for once in his life, enjoy himself.
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His wax was of fine quality. He managed to buy it at the Customs' auction 
at a pretty high price. It was Russian wax, for an excise man was able to read the 
lettering that decked the cask. The Russians produce a lot of wax for candles in 
their churches, and this was church wax, that the excise man swore to. The cask 
was worth a fortune and Österlund had got it too cheap. But he mustn't be foolish 
when he got to the city. He must hold on to the wax as long as possible and not let 
himself be cheated. For Stockholm was full of rogues and villains who would take 
advantage  of  the  ignorance  of  a  man  who  had  never  seen  anything  but 
Trutkobben, although he had reached the ripe age of fifty-five. 

Österlund's worst trial was parting from his mother. But he made the other 
lighthouse keepers promise that she should receive daily attention - coffee parties 
every day and visits several times daily. He was going to buy presents for the old 
woman. A genuine shawl she should have, and a hat as fine as and finer than the 
one the pilot captain's wife had had when she came to Trutkobben last summer. 
And then she should have a cane with a silver handle in place of the hazel stick  
she went about leaning on. And a brooch and a new psalm-book. For Österlund 
had laid by a little money in the course of the years. True he had drunk a little, 
but grog makes no public servant poor, for it is cheap. For the matter of that the 
old  woman  had  had  charge  of  the  keg,  and  had  in  fact  only  served  out  the 
regulation morning dram that a fellow needs. And he was to be away but fourteen 
days.

Österlund  went  with  the  pilot  cutter  which  came  to  Trutkobben  every 
month with paraffin oil and mail and food and other necessaries. His wax-cask 
stood, well lashed down, on the forecastle and he himself sat upon it anxious at 
heart about his mother, but full of joy and curiosity at the thought of the glories of 
the capital and the great business he was to do. In a newly sewn-on pocket inside 
his waistcoat was his well-furnished pocket book. He was dressed in uniform and 
looked a thorough-going salt with his great red beard and his sea-blue eyes. His 
mother had made him mittens with blue and red borders. In her youth these had 
been proper for Sunday use. They did not go very well with the uniform. But his 
mother had made them, so he kept them on.

Österlund  arrived  in  Stockholm,  got  his  wax-cask  brought  ashore  and 
carried to a warehouse at Rosenvik. He himself was allowed to live for the present 
aboard the cutter, and now set out into the crowded city. Stockholm was new to 
him. He was an old bachelor and had, so to speak, hitherto only hung on to his  
mother's petticoats. Now the great city came with all is dangers and temptations 
and seized him like a thousand-armed cuttlefish. He did not long have to walk 
alone. On Skeppsbron, at Sjöberg's place and Djurgården he met acquaintances 
who had visited Trutkobben and had been his  guests.  He met old shipmates, 
some who were only longshoremen, and some who had got on in life, and he went 
about with them. But he did not make a beast of himself, for he had a respect for 
his  uniform,  which  he  always  wore.  But  he  did  himself  well.  He  went  to 
Mässingsstången and Freden and Vega and ate huge beefsteaks with masses of 
onions and took big draughts. And in his red beard all day long there was a vast  
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smile —he was in Paradise. But in the evenings, when he went aboard the pilot-
cutter, he lay sobbing and thinking of his ninety-year old mother who had not yet 
got the silver-handled cane and the genuine shawl. He tried to do business with 
his wax, but always considered the offers too low. His friends tried to cheat him, 
but he saw through it. He went to druggists and to chemical works, but they all  
offered too little, and the pilot-cutter was soon leaving. Then he would have to 
put up at an hotel. And he had heard that all hotels were crawling with lice and 
bugs. That would not suit  him, for he was clean and nice and had a uniform 
which was much stiffer and more significant than any other. It was that of the 
Pilot Service, and he must not sully it. How could one imagine sailors without 
lighthouses and without the folk who watched and were responsible for them? 
No, Stockholm did not suit him. It was an accursed town. But the wax? To hell 
with the wax. He would take it home with him again and make Christmas tree 
candles for his mother of it. And no old woman in all the world should have such 
an illumination as his mother.

The pilot-cutter waited. He did not need to live at a lousy hotel. When he 
became aware of that fact he thanked God and went out and bought the shawl 
and the brooch for his old mother.
 Finally came the last day of painting Stockholm red. During his holiday he had 
learnt something about the city,  but he never ceased to be the naive fifty-five-
year-old boy who had nothing in the whole wide world to rely upon but his old 
mother of ninety. Without her, he was rootless and helpless. He had made many 
acquaintances in the city, for he was cheerful and brisk and childlike. And now he 
was asked to a party on the first floor at Källaren Freden. There was boisterous 
merriment, and funny tales were told. It was a haunt of skippers and mates and 
pilots and the folk of the skerries. I myself learned more about skerry life and sea 
life on the upper floor of Källaren Freden at that time than anywhere else.

And Österlund gave a sexa (light supper) as it was called. He was going to 
take leave of the city and never come back,  for he was returning to duty and 
would never have another holiday. He got so frightfully drunk that when he was 
sick afterwards it sounded like the pairing of bears.

When he was out next morning meandering about the town, he came to 
Kungstradgarden where he discovered the Panopticon, which was then quite new. 
I think it was opened in 1889.

Österlund  immediately  went  into  the  Panopticon  and,  because  of  his 
morning-after  condition,  was  immensely  impressed  by  its  magnificence.  The 
whole  idea  and  purpose  of  it  was  something  quite  new  to  him,  new  and 
suggestive. When he had convinced himself that its inhabitants were not alive,  
but were only modelled in wax and stuffed — which he presently perceived after 
several attempts to make friendly advances — he got an idea and a brilliant one. 
His old mother was always the centre of his being. He understood that he must 
perpetuate here the memory of his mother, the most notable woman he had ever 
met. After a good deal of search he came upon a female attendant of whom he 
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inquired the way to the director of the establishment. He was shown into a room 
where a grave and corpulent man was sitting at a writing table. After the manner 
of Swedish officials he looked discouraging and lacking in cordiality.

'Excuse me,' said Österlund, 'would it be possible to get a person into this 
here Panopticon — that's to say not a live 'un but a likeness — and how much 
would it cost?'

'Who are you?' asked the gloomy official.

'My name is Österlund, lighthouse keeper at the Trutkobben light in the 
Baltic. Wouldn' t it be possible to get my mother in here?'

The official stared at Österlund and wrinkled his bureaucratic brow.

'Well, that depends what sort of a woman she is and what she has done. If,  
for instance, a person has practised great and notable benevolence . . . . '

'Aye, that she has, sir. I know no one who has been so good to me in life .
 . . . ' 

'Do not misunderstand me, Mr. Österlund. I mean if she has subscribed 
considerable sums to charitable objects . . . . '

'Nay, she's not done that, sir, for she's never had any money.'

'Or if she has distinguished herself in other ways . . . . '

'Aye, she's been decent all her life and toiled and drudged . . . . '

'Yes,  but  you  must  understand,  Mr.  Österlund,  that  we  only  admit 
likenesses of people who, in one way or another, have particularly distinguished 
themselves from others by their lives and actions. For example kings, generals, 
diplomats — and — even great criminals, murderers, thieves . . . . '

'Sir, my mother has never stolen!'

'Ah, yes, but what is there remarkable about her? Unless she has practised 
great benevolence with staggering sums, or has been a great criminal,  I fail to 
understand way she should be entitled to have her likeness exhibited here.'

'Well, look you, she's so frightfully old!'

'How old is she?'

'She's ninety.  Will that do?'
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'Ninety is no age for the Swedish Panopticon. If she was a hundred and 
fifteen or a hundred and twenty she might possibly be ripe for it.'

'Yes, but she has been so frightfully poor and lived alone in a cottage on 
Trutkobben so frightfully many years and brought up three children without a 
penny and worked harder than any woman in Sweden.'

'That does not help, Mr. Osterlund. Good day, Mr. Osterlund.'

'Aye, good day then, sir, and I ask your pardon for taking up your valuable 
time.'

Österlund  went  out  into  the  street  in  melancholy  mood.  He  could  not 
understand that a woman of his mother's quality was unworthy to be included in 
that gallery of notabilities. For to him she was much finer than the whole bunch. 
He  could  not  comprehend  the  cold  and  practical  businesslike  attitude  of  the 
director of the Panopticon.  Without heart, without understanding.

He walked vacantly down the street towards the Old Theatre. But suddenly 
he stopped, and his face was illuminated by an inward light. He had got an idea, 
and believed himself to understand the Panopticon and its director and all the 
difficulties with which a freshly launched business has to contend.

He went back, knocked and was again admitted to the director.

He had remembered the still  unsold wax, and said: 'Excuse me, sir,  for 
again taking up your valuable time, but I've thought of something. Maybe you 
gentlemen are short of wax. If that's so I have plenty, if only I can get my mother 
in. But I want to say, sir, she has not stolen.'

That evening the pilot-cutter sailed, with Osterlund, the wax, the shawl, 
the  brooch  and  several  tons  of  experience,  back  to  Trutkobben  lighthouse. 
Österlund had had enough of Stockholm.
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Politeness

We are called the Frenchmen of the North, I know — God forbid. I have 
never been quite clear what is meant by that. It is, I suppose, the same as with 
most other values — when they become outworn they require a revaluation. But 
one means,  I  suppose, that we are as polite as  Frenchmen. Good! I have met 
many impolite Frenchmen and still more impolite Swedes, alas! And there are 
certainly no statistics concerning the politeness of the various countries.

Nevertheless  it  is  not  always  a  good  thing  to  be  polite.  Great 
discrimination must be used. Let me tell a story.

I  had  been  living  in  Paris  for  a  few  months  and  had  acquired  habits 
approaching  those  of  a  certain  kind  of  Parisian,  for  I  was  living in  the  Latin 
Quarter.  I gradually became a regular at a certain pub, where cab-drivers and 
painters and other poor people ate cheaply but well — exquisitely well. When the 
landlord of such a pub sees that you are a daily visitor he comes up, shakes you by 
the hand, talks politics, and sometimes sits down, has a drink, and likes standing 
you one. The waiter makes a fuss of you, talks politics,  and bandies the latest 
jokes. It's like living in a family, or, at any rate, having board and lodgings.

Now, we Swedes are in the habit  of raising our hats  on all  conceivable 
occasions. Most of us greet our serving brothers in restaurants and shops almost 
cordially, and this is all right in Paris and Stockholm.

But come to London and do this!

I must admit that I have never really felt at home in London until recently. 
I had thought I saw the staff in hotels and restaurants gaping at me. They looked 
round, they whispered, they tittered. I didn't grasp the reason. The hotel hall-
porter opened his mouth wide when I passed him, and in the smoke-room my 
slightest order attracted attention. In the end it became embarrassing; I looked in 
every mirror to see if possibly I had a smut on my nose — but I never had. I was  
dressed nicely — indeed, elegantly. I drank the dearest drinks, ate the best food, 
and gave handsome tips, although I didn't overdo it,  because that leads to no 
good. But they went on gaping as damnably as ever. No, give me Paris — one feels 
at home there.

However, I came back to London a few years ago. I was to stay at a very 
elegant hotel,  and arrived there one morning in the company of a friend from 
Paris. We were both wearing new modern clothes, bought in Paris. The only odd 
thing  about  us  might  possibly  have  been  that  we  had  soft  hats  of  the  Latin 
Quarter style; but I have seen staid Englishmen, too, wearing soft hats.

 
Well, we arrived at the hotel where a mutual friend of ours had been living 

for several years. We paid our  driver; the  hall-porter  set  the swing-doors in 
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motion;  we thanked him with a curt raising of our hats, we came into the hall, 
raised our hats to the clerks from whom we were to book our rooms and I'm 
damned if they didn't all   gape — hall-porter,   porters,   cashiers, and guests who 
were waiting about in the hall! We got our rooms and asked for our friend, Dr L. 
He was not in at the moment.  We adjusted ourselves, ordered a car, and went out 
for a time, followed by the astonished and smiling looks of the employees. We 
thought we had come to a Godforsaken spot or a city of philistines. No — long live 
Paris!

When, after an hour or two's run, we again came sailing over the asphalt 
up  to  the  hotel  entrance  our  friend,  the  doctor,  was  standing  there,  he  too 
grinning, and with not a little irony in his left eye.

"Listen, boys; before we go in and have a drink you listen to me and follow 
a sound piece of advice. Never greet any servant! Never touch your hat in a hotel,  
a restaurant, or a shop. You have almost ruined my reputation here. When I came 
in a porter said that a couple of highly peculiar individuals had come to see me. 
Were they perhaps patients? I asked. Were they gentlemen?

"'Well, perhaps they were gentlemen, but they bowed time and time again 
and raised  their  hats  incessantly  — but  they  were  perhaps  gentlemen  all  the 
same!'"

"We'll keep the car for the time being and go down town to Burberry's to 
make you look respectable. Those hats won't do. You must have caps; and you 
can't go on smoking Caporal cigarettes like that; you must have pipes. And above 
all — never greet."

When  we  came  back  in  the  evening  to  change,  and  passed  the  hotel 
servants, we had already acquired the look which befits gentlemen. All those we 
met, the waiters in the smoke-room and the porters, were just air as far as we 
were concerned — and gone were the ironic smiles. They bowed to the ground, 
and we pretended not to notice.  But  I  had to grasp my tobacco-pouch in my 
pocket so as not to be polite by force of habit. Remember this when you have to 
go to London, and try to realize that this essay is not a humorous story. Why has 
one always to write humorous stories!
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The Journey to Stockholm 
of Mrs. Holm, the Dean’s Wife

DO I remember little Mrs. Holm, the dean's wife? Why, yes! Very well. 

Yes, there was indeed something peculiarly charming about her, you must 
admit.  And she could  play  the  part  when necessary  down there  in  that  little  
Småland  town.  She  filled  the  post,  although  she  had,  no  doubt,  sometimes 
dreamed of grander circumstances in another milieu. She was impulsive, easily 
fired with enthusiasm, and at times her bright eyes shone as though at a signal 
that the song of the blood had not yet become silent in her plump form. She was  
interested  in  everything  beautiful;  there  was  something  of  an  artist  in  her. 
Religions? Oh, yes —why not? — but strictly State Church, as becomes the life-
companion of a dean. And the dean himself? Oh, yes — in a word, a dean, an 
earnest preacher on Lutheran lines, and with an after-dinner complexion, a fine 
red — not flushed, but just right. For food and wine are also God's gifts. But now 
it's  a  question  of  the  dean's  wife.  Have  you  heard  her  tell  of  her  marvelous 
journey to Stockholm? After all, it's now so long ago since she died that one may 
recall this story without harming or shocking anyone.

And so she was in Stockholm — alone — visiting friends and attending to 
her wardrobe. Oh, how lovely Stockholm was, with a touch of sinfulness behind 
all the beauty. But a dean's wife is, after all, immune. . . . She walked about a great 
deal and enjoyed the beautiful parks and the streets swarming with people, the 
beautiful  castle  —  oh,  so  beautiful  —  and  the  churches  —  oh,  so  sublimely 
moving! How delicious it was to be able to take in all this beauty in deep draughts 
and to be conscious of being well-dressed, well-formed, and correct, and yet with 
a mind like a little poetess — oh !

She  came  walking  from  Brunkebergstorg  up  Beridarebansgatan  in  the 
sunshine with a feeling of complete harmony with existence. She saw a mighty 
stream of people moving down Klarabergsgatan to the Central Station. What was 
going  on?  She  became  very  inquisitive,  and  hastened  her  steps.  What  had 
happened? What was going to happen?

She  turned  to  an  elegant  lady,  an  extremely  correct  lady  with  an 
aristocratic appearance, and asked. The aristocratic lady looked the dean's little 
wife up and down for a fraction of a second, and replied:

"Well — don't you know that His Majesty the King is coming home from 
Norway and that the whole of Stockholm is on its way down to the station to pay 
homage to him?"

"Oh, His Majesty is coming home! Can one possibly see him?"

"Why, yes, of course you can go and see His Majesty. Just follow me. But 
you must have flowers."

34



The dean's wife had obviously acquired an approving patroness.

"Oh, yes, flowers — roses, naturally roses, red roses!"

They went in to a large flower shop, and a few minutes later the dean's 
wife, armed with a lovely big bouquet of roses, was accompanied by the friendly 
lady to the Central Station. Oh, so many people, and the military cordon, stately, 
awe-inspiring.

"Now we'll go straight into the royal waiting-room!" said the lady.

"But is that possible? Oh," said Mrs. Holm, the dean's wife. She had of 
course already introduced herself, but had not quite caught her patroness's name.

But  it  proved  to  be  eminently  possible.  The  police  and  the  military 
respectfully made way for the two ladies, and very soon they found themselves in 
the royal waiting-room. Oh, what splendour! Red carpets, officers, decorations, 
epaulettes, ladies sparkling with elegance. But who could this kind lady be who 
seemed to move in this gathering of grand persons as in what, for her, was the 
only and natural element? What luck! Oh, how good God is!

And the tears almost sprang from the warm eyes of the dean's wife.

Suddenly  a  murmur  went  through  the  illustrious  gathering  and  was 
immediately followed by a respectful  silence. Mrs. Holm, the dean's wife, half 
lulled into a dream of a fairyland, felt a little poke in her back, and next moment 
she stood in front of King Oskar II. Oh! How stately, how handsome, he was — 
every inch a king!

"Oh, what pretty flowers! Am I to have them? But who are you?"

The dean's wife was on the point of fainting for ecstasy. But she tried to be 
strong. "My husband is the rural dean Holm in Aspsjö," she said, and met His 
Majesty's friendly gaze. "Since it is so sweet to look into the eyes of an earthly 
king, what must it be like when once one stands before the heavenly King!"

She couldn't help saying that. And it came from her heart.

The dean's wife remembered nothing more after that.

She woke up in a bed, and, out of a window, she saw the tower of Klara 
Church swaying backward and forward. Then she lost consciousness again.

When she woke again a couple of elderly aristocratic-looking ladies were 
standing at the end of her bed, and a doctor was bending over her.

"Where am I?" she said faintly.
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"You have had a shock," said the doctor, "but with a little rest and quiet 
round you you'll soon be well again."

The kind lady, who had arranged the dean's wife's meeting with the King, 
had had her protégée moved to the house of two of her acquaintances, a couple of 
spinsters of noble family who lived in the vicinity of the Central Station. She was 
looked after, and regained her health in a day or two. Her journey to Stockholm 
became the greatest memory of her life.
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The Power of the Press

I WAS nineteen, a young and merry student and a private tutor somewhere in 
Västergötland. But three hundred Swedish crowns a year were even then too little 
for a man who lives beyond his means. Money had to be earned, because I wanted 
to charm the society girls in the district who danced. I was certainly quite good-
looking at that time, but it is clothes that make the man, and the village tailor in 
Ingatorp had a highly curious way of cutting a dinner-jacket — a garment which 
was just then being launched among Sweden's young dandies. My dinner-jacket 
looked like a vest, and was more fantastic than up to date. It needed courage to 
don that garment.

At the little railway station in the vicinity of which I was passing my days 
there  worked  a  young  station-clerk  with  literary  instincts.  We  soon  came 
together,  and  began  to  exchange  views  on  money  matters.  We  went  into 
Jönköping  and  called  upon  the  editor  of  Smålands  Allehanda.  After  having 
looked us up and down, he gave us permission to try our Pegasus wings in the 
newspaper. But he appeared really very skeptical as regards the result.

Our good luck saved us, as it always saves those whom the gods love. In 
the wood not far from the station there lived a strange figure, a decrepit, lazy 
individual  who drank,  drank,  drank,  until  his  eyes  bled.  As  an apparition  he 
reminded one uncommonly much of Huckleberry Finn's papa. He lived in a cave 
which he had enlarged with boards he had stolen or collected by begging. He was 
really  an  original  personality,  because  it  isn't  everybody  who  digs  himself  in 
among  stones  and  tree  roots,  knocks  a  bed  together,  cadges  a  cracked  iron 
kitchen-range, lies drunk and unashamed, and lives on others.

Yes, he was just like Huckleberry Finn's father — I presume that my dear 
educated public knows Mark Twain's masterpiece.

I and the station-clerk, who, by the way, was my now deceased friend Nils 
Retzius, wrote an article  about the man in the cave. I, who have always loved 
romanticism,  transformed this  brazen  and unpleasant  hermit  into  a  romantic 
figure, a man of high birth — we insinuated and made mysterious allusions in 
which the offspring of marquises and kings figured. We made of him a queer fish 
who,  as  the  result  of  adverse  circumstances,  family  intrigues,  and  an 
extraordinary  romantic  love  affair  in  which  Anrep's  genealogies  and  the 
Almanach de Gotha figured,  had decided to become a hermit,  and devote his 
wasted  life  to  contemplation.  He  hated  the  luxury  of  castles  and  the  worldly 
empty life which is led on the pinnacles of society. And now he was living, proud 
in spirit but with a dreadful underlying melancholy, in a cave, and sat on a rickety 
chair with his elbows on the carelessly nailed-up table and looked out or in — 
whichever  you  like  — with  an  infinite  sorrow in  his  eyes,  over  which  sorrow 
passed, at times, a breeze of scorn. Oh, he knew life; he was called Johansson, by  
the way — Johansson, who should really have been called Prince Chose, or the 
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Marquis of Y, or Viscount Aix les Bains, or Count of the House of Brahe. He had 
tired of  his  high birth  and had  understood the  worthlessness  of  an  existence 
where one wilts  under decorations and slips on parquet-floors,  or sinks up to 
one's ankles in oriental rugs.

Retzius  and  I  insinuated  all  that  in  Smålands  Allehanda,  in  an  article 
which caused a great sensation in southern Västergötland. I also wrote poetry, a 
poem of many and long verses,  and I called the poem  The Saga of Mullsjö.  I 
wonder  what  it  would  seem like  just  now.  There  was  a  beautiful  lake,  and  I 
romanticized on the lake's name without a thought to etymology. Not far from the 
shore of  the lake  the dreadful  scamp Johansson spent  his  ruined life,  behind 
which  stood a  woman,  exceedingly  beautiful  and false,  and of  extraordinarily  
noble lineage.

Gradually people from Jönköping began to travel out to the little station 
and  ask  the  way  to  the  hermit's  cave.  There  came  people  from  Skara  and 
Falköping and Skövde and Nässjö and Eksjö,  and roused the hermit from his 
drunken dreams. They gave him money and food. He gradually became too lazy 
to go out on begging expeditions, as he didn't need to. He gave up his herring and 
potato diet, became a gourmand, and finally a gourmet. Women sought in the 
depths of his eyes that passion which had been his downfall. They didn't mind in 
the least that Johansson was both drunk and unshaven — unashamed, in fact.

One  day  he  came  to  Nisse  Retzius  and  me  and  asked  us  whether  it 
wouldn't  be  a  good thing to  enlarge  the  cave  and make some kind of  hall  or 
waiting-room, because he was overrun with people making their pilgrimage. We 
said that the most practical thing would be to keep everything as it was, but he 
might refrain from encumbering the earthen floor with beer bottles.

But when special  trains began to run to the station, special trains from 
Jönköping and Falköping, filled to bursting with women craving sensation and 
their docile husbands,  then I moved from the district  and went to Uppsala to 
acquire something a little beyond journalistic education.

What became of Johansson I do not know. Presumably he died of good 
living. But you young pressmen, think over carefully what you write.
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Whitsun

NO  flower  can  shine  in  the  grass  like  coltsfoot.  But  it  does  not  glow 
warmly. Its colour is akin to the yet cool air of spring. It is only a promise, a 
foreboding. But its gold has in its cold intensity, nonetheless, a value higher than 
metal. It is the yellowest yellow imaginable.

My wood is blue and violet with wild anemones. In the wild-rose thickets 
and under the firs and pines it is as warm as in forcing-beds, and there they grow 
in such richness and profusion as I can't remember ever having seen before. The 
odd yellow-green gagea tries to assert itself in all this blue profusion, but looks 
quite  timid  and  languishing.  It  gives  way  before  the  superior  forces  and  the 
propaganda politics of the anemones.

Five paces from the anemones' outposts the sea plashes and the sun's net 
quivers over  seaweed,  red stones,  and sand which becomes blue-green in  the 
deep water. The blue silken surface plays at summer with haze and mirages. Far 
out a white steamer passes. It seems to be standing still, and its smoke spreads 
out  like  an  enormous  pine-top.  The  Åland Islands  loom clearly,  and  the  sun 
glistens in the windows of Ekerö post-office.

The water has fallen rapidly and left round the islets a white rim of salt 
which looks like snow. But otherwise everything out there is summer and smiling, 
and through the quiet lapping on the shore and the faint sough of the breeze in 
the pines is heard the enchantingly harmonious music of the long-tailed duck, as 
lovely an accompaniment as any to the thousand other melodies of spring.

Humanity celebrating Whitsun should now seize the opportunity of being 
enraptured. The spirits of air and water are favourably disposed. White pleasure 
yachts with garlands of blue anemones on masts and oars and happy mortals on 
deck should now be heading out from all shores with music and song, out into the 
alluring, glittering, friendly sea. Actually they should have silken sails and gilded 
oars. But it would perhaps be still better with watertight bulkheads and first-class 
life-saving apparatus.

I don’t know what power forces me just now to tell a horrible story about 
the sea out here.  But it isn't always as sweetly dreamy blue as to-day.

One March day many years ago an old fisherman and his son went out on 
the ice where the seals were. They had seen from the look-out hill a few springs,  
far out off Storbrottet. The seals must have already had calves, and these must 
have been so young that they couldn’t swim. Therefore there were prospects of 
being able to kill some calf, if not, indeed, a full-grown cow, at the springs.

Each  with  a  sledge,  gun,  and  pikestaff  they  went  out  on  the  ice.  The 
weather was very fine, sunshine, and intense cold.
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They had gone half a mile01 out to sea when the boy suddenly stopped, 
pointed to the north, and asked:

"Father, what's that?"

The  old  man peered  northwards.  A  bluish  black  cloud rose  up  behind 
Understen lighthouse. But it was no ordinary cloud. There was movement in it — 
it billowed and writhed.

"Good Lord, boy, the ice is breaking up! We must run for our lives straight 
to land."

And they ran. The cloud rose ever higher, and from the north came the 
sound of a terrifying roar, which grew and came nearer. Soon they saw the sea 
break against the ice. And the sea drew near, coal-black under the cloud, with 
white breakers.

But they hadn't run far before they felt the ice beginning to groan under 
them. There were large floes of pack-ice with blue ice in between.

"Put down your sledge and your gun, but keep your pikestaff!" bellowed 
the old man through the din. The boy put them down.

As he was more fleet-footed than the old man, and more afraid, perhaps, 
the boy ran a few paces in front of his father. The large ice-floes began to crack  
with long creaking and crackling noises. And the cracks in the blue ice spouted 
water in cascades.

They approached Dagen, the outermost skerry. Only a few more minutes 
and they would be saved.

But suddenly the boy heard a cry of "Help" behind him. He turned round 
on the rocking foot-hold and saw that his father had fallen into a newly formed 
hole between a couple of ice-floes. ' Only his head was visible above the crack. His 
cap had fallen off.

The boy turned and gripped the old man by his grey hair, but was left with 
only the head in his hand. The neck had been severed by the sharp blue ice.

He stood on his rocking ice-floe with his dreadful burden and stared at it 
stricken with terror and his face as white as chalk. Then he hurled it away from 
him with a demented shriek and ran, ran . . .

When he reached land the sea was open and the ice, crushed into little 
bits, was driving southwards before a raging north wind.
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It was no proud seal hunter who crept under the sheepskin that evening 
but a little crying Roslagen boy who had got something to remember which would 
haunt him waking and dreaming as long as he lived.

I do not trust the sea, not even to-day. But beautiful it is, and blue with the 
rapture of Whitsuntide.

01   3.7 kilometres; the old Swedish ‘sjömil’ corresponded to four nautical miles.
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Söderbom

WHEN Söderbom had had a few drams he always went off in to a wild 
mood. He was  a tall,  broad-shouldered fellow,  and had struck terror  into the 
community ever since he was old enough to be fit for sea. His stages were the 
usual ones. First he began to cry so that his whole body shook, and as long as he  
kept to that  he was  not  dangerous.  One could then by gentle means and fair 
words  get  him out  into  the  road,  but  it  was  also  best  to  bolt  doors  and bar 
windows. And then when he couldn't get in again he went raging mad, clapped 
his  hands  and  heels  together,  bobbed  down  and  swore,  pulled  down  fences, 
kicked at the doors and promised to shed blood, to drain every one of them white. 
When even that was without result he drew his knife and went round half the 
night  slashing  doors  and  walls,  so  that  women  and  children  cried  and  men 
promised themselves and their wives that this was the last time they would keep 
company with Söderbom.

He was also one of those people who take off their clothes to strike terror 
into others, and it had happened several times that in tears he had taken off every 
stitch of clothing except his shoes in order to be a little freer when the battle royal 
began  —  nobody  dared  approach  him  because  he  looked  really  formidable 
waltzing about there naked in the road slashing about him with his knife.

Söderbom had gone on in this way for many years, and fear of him grew, 
but as it was most often he who offered the drink it wasn't so easy to avoid his 
company, and one doesn't get a dram every day.

But then a new minister came to the parish, a young man, and his first task 
was  naturally  to  acquaint  himself  with  his  parishioners.  He was  nice-looking, 
knew how to  talk  to  both  old  women and old  men,  and,  what's  more,  really  
sensibly, although he had scarcely the beginnings of a beard and was short of 
stature.

One Sunday evening he was in drinking coffee with Karlson, the senior pilot, and 
all at once a hullabaloo began out in the road.   Karlson looked
out of the window.  Sure enough, it was Söderbom who was at it again.

"Who is Söderbom?" asked the minister.

"Yes, now we had better bolt and bar, otherwise there may be bloodshed," 
said Karlson. "Söderbom has been drinking again, and then he always draws his 
knife, and he is as strong as a bear and a veritable wild beast. He has been like 
that ever since he was a child."

"That's disgusting," said the minister. "Has he cut anyone?"

Karlson looked at his wife.
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"No, I really don't believe he has done. Can you remember if he has cut 
anyone? No, when I come to think of it, he hasn't. But he goes mad and jabs his 
knife into every single door along the whole road when his blood is up."

"But come now, has he struck anyone? He must surely have committed 
some violence at some time, seeing he is so feared?"

"No; when I come to think of it I can't remember anything like that, but it  
looks dangerous — the whole village locks itself in when he is out and on the go."

"What kind of fellows are you in the village to put up with that kind of 
thing? I'll go out and talk to him."

"No, for Heaven's sake, dear pastor, don't do it! There may be a disaster!"

"Anyway, I'm going out now, but no one must come with me."

"Yes, but pastor . . ."

"Good-bye for the moment."

The minister went out.  It  was  almost quite  dark,  and a few paces over 
towards the road Söderbom was waltzing in grand style and jabbing his knife 
time after time into the wall of the tradesman's storehouse, all the while setting 
up dreadful howls and proclaiming promises of blood-letting.

What  took  place   between   the  minister  and Söderbom nobody was able 
to find out.  But the howls ceased, and a few minutes later the minister came in 
again.  He was carrying Söderbom's large sheath-knife in his hand.

Karlson opened his eyes wide.

"How did you tackle him? We were downright alarmed."

"Söderbom will never make a row again," said the minister. "Those people 
who just stick knives in walls and talk big are the least dangerous."

"Excuse me, but surely you weren't able to thrash him — you who — shame 
on me for saying so — are so young and small."

The minister smiled.

"I  haven't  done  him  any  harm.  However,  I  think  Söderbom  has  been 
deposed from his tyrannical rule here in the village. But now I must go. Thank 
you, and good-bye."

"But do you really dare go alone? Söderbom — "
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"Oh, yes; I am not afraid and don't require any help. Now good-bye."

Karlson and his wife stared after the minister as he went, and stared at 
each other.

"Well, well, that is a minister, if you like!"

Next  day  a  rumour  circulated  that  the  minister  had  taken  Söderbom's 
knife  from  him.  The  day  after  that  the  rumour  grew  with  the  speed  of  an 
avalanche. The minister had almost knocked Söderbom's arms and legs off and 
the latter was staying at home doctoring his bruises.

When Sunday came the parish was assembled in full force in the church. 
But what occasioned the greatest astonishment was that Söderbom was there too. 
He was perhaps the most devout; he prayed and sang and let his eyes hang on the 
preacher as though on a superior being.

And so  it  went  on.  Söderbom was  and remained a  new man,  and.  the 
church  remained  packed  every  Sunday.  When  the  minister  a  few  years  later 
received a larger parish he was sincerely lamented by the whole community, not 
least by Söderbom.

I  met  the  pastor  a  year  or so ago,  and asked him how he had tackled 
Söderbom.

"Oh, it was quite simple. I know the stuff the people in the archipelago are  
made of, and it was very important for me to become popular in the parish in  
order to acquire merit for a better one. Söderbom could have made mincemeat of 
me if he had wanted to and had grasped the situation, but I staked everything on 
one card, and relied on the correctness of the general opinion about blusterers 
like that, who only threaten but never strike. I went up to him, as he was jumping 
about like a madman and said, 'Give over that, otherwise you'll get a hiding! Here 
with your knife! At once, otherwise you're for it.'

"And the fellow was actually afraid. He trembled like an aspen leaf and 
prayed, 'My dear, sweet fellow, don't hit me!'

"'You'll escape the thrashing if you promise to mend your ways. And if I 
find  out  that  you’ve  behaved  stupidly  again  I'll  come  here  and  give  you  a 
whipping. Go to church on Sunday; I want to have a look at you. Nobody will get  
to know about this as long as I am in the parish. I am the new minister!' The 
fellow was the most inoffensive creature on earth; it was only his fellow topers 
who had spoilt him and believed that he was a dreadful fighter.  Your health!"

And we drank each other's health, for we were at a big dinner with plenty 
of champagne at the house of a Court Chaplain.
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The Funeral Hat

WHEN the unmarried Major Adamson woke up on the morning of the 
second  of  May  with  the  sun  shining  straight  in  his  face  he  did  not  need  to 
convince himself of his existence by pinching his skin, because a violent headache 
and an almost unbearable thirst at once made him aware of the state of affairs.  
He emptied the water-bottle and remembered after ruminating a while that he 
had been at Hasselbacken and had consumed fermented and distilled liquors in 
some company. But which?

As usual he began to go through his circle of acquaintances in alphabetical 
order, and had just reached the unknown X when I, in accordance with a promise 
of the previous evening, rang up his number to wake him. He answered with a 
quiet moan. His tone of command was entirely absent.

Gradually he managed to whisper an extremely laconic but none the less 
entirely satisfactory description of his condition.

I made the following proposal:

"I am going on the Vaxholm boat to-day to have a look at  my summer 
residence,  and  you  are  coming  with  me,  because  you  need  air.  We'll  have 
breakfast on the boat. Get dressed at once. You have only got three quarters of an 
hour. Don't moan in that unmanly way. I have wakened you now, as I promised. I 
expect you at the boat. Good-bye."

And, in fact, Adamson, a pale ghost, a shade of a pain-filled dream, strode 
down the gangway at the last moment.

After  I  had  condoled  with  him and  the  boat  had  turned  it's  prow out 
towards  Fjäderholmarna,  I  led  him  down  into  the  fore-cabin,  and  within  a 
quarter of an hour his features began to become human, although the vibration of 
the propeller  at  times made him set his  face  in Laokoon folds.  When he had 
incorporated a little caffeine into his system, he was again William Tell. Perhaps, 
too, a few Hennessy's had an effect.

He began to speak.

"Do you think I’ll go bats?"01

"That depends on you."

"I’ve never felt it as badly as to-day."

"It gets worse and worse with the years."
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"I now need at least a week to recover completely from a binge like this."

"Don't have them so often, then."

"But it's dangerous to stop too quickly."

"So you think you'll have a whisky grog?"02

"Yes."

I warned him, but after all, every one knows best where the shoe pinches 
and how one's complaints are most suitably cured.

When we put in at my landing-stage Adamson was again Major Adamson, 
stiff and military. He had even jammed in a monocle and begun to scan the few 
female passengers.

But at the very moment we were about to dive down the stairs to the main 
deck a gust of wind came and transported his hat far out into the fiord.

"I’m sure you'll be able to borrow a cap from Jan Mattson," I comforted, 
"until we get back to Skeppsbron this afternoon."

The steamer left;  there was  no skiff  at  the jetty,  and soon the hat  had 
vanished among the little dancing waves.

We went up to Jan Mattson, my landlord. No, he had no cap.

"Well, but a hat, then! Anything at all. The Major can catch a cold on his 
bald head."

No, Mattson had nothing in that line other than the dreadful wreck of a 
hat he was wearing at the moment.

"But there must surely be something. Have a look in some wardrobe or 
other, or in the attic. Otherwise you'll have to put on one of mother Mattson's 
kerchiefs.

"Yes, I 'ave got an 'at all right up in the attic, but it's my funeral   'at," said 
Mattson after some pondering.

"It doesn't matter a damn," said Adamson. "Out with it, otherwise I’ll go 
and catch cold! But hurry up."

It wasn't really quite summer yet in the air. Under the knoll behind the 
hazel bushes lay a large, dirty snowdrift.
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Jan Mattson plodded up to the attic and came down with a topper of the 
kind our grandfathers used. It was as high as a tower, shaggy as a poodle, and had 
a straight brim. But as luck would have it, it fitted Adamson's head like a glove.

"You  can  have  it  until  the  boat  arrives;  then  you'll  be  able  to  borrow 
something, I'm sure, from the captain or the mate."

Adamson  looked  like  a  figure  in  fancy-dress,  and  produced  a  wholly 
macabre effect in the landscape. We went up to my cottage, opened and inspected 
it. Everything was in order, dust-sheets over the furniture, cupboards properly 
shut.

"Damn it,  how dismal and uninhabited this looks. It's  like walking in a 
mortuary. Do you think you have some brandy left from last summer? "

"I don't think so, but I'll investigate."

The only thing I found was a bottle of vermouth.

"Out with it," said Adamson.

I unearthed a kitchen drinking-glass and filled it. Adamson raised the glass 
to his lips with an expression of happy expectation.

But hardly had he half emptied it before his face went as white as chalk, 
and he put down the glass.

"What's the matter with you? Wasn't it vermouth? For heaven's sake say 
what's up with you!"

I smelt the bottle.  It was vermouth all right.

"What's the matter with you? It's proper vermouth, isn't it?"

"It's vermouth — but I'm never drinking again."

Drops of sweat ran down Adamson's forehead, and something resembling 
madness shone in his eyes.

"I knew it  would happen like this,"  he said.  "I'm finished now. But if  I 
become a human being after this I have at least had a lesson. When can we get to  
town?"

"Come, hurry up and say what's  the matter!  You can drive a person to 
desperation like that. Your face is as white as lime."

"It's in here," said Adamson, and pointed to his forehead. "It's bats, bats 
I've got," he shrieked. "Bats, do you hear? There's a buzzing in my head like that 
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in  a  wasps'  nest.  Can't  one  get  hold  of  a  doctor  somewhere?  Do  you  know 
anything about delirium? Does it come all at once? Or is it only a warning? Oh! 
I'm finished! Finished! Finished!"

"I have heard it said that brandy is supposed to be good when the first 
attacks come — but won't you try bathing your head with water —don't faint, 
man; wait at any rate until I fetch some water!" 

I rushed out to the pump. In a few seconds I came back with a bucket of 
water. Adamson was sitting in a chair, a picture of despair and terror.

"Now take off that chimney-pot! You're just sitting there getting hot in it."

I removed the funeral hat from Adamson.

A swarm of flies rushed out of it.

"Now what the devil?"

We stared at each other.

"It was really bats, my dear chap," I said. "It's old man Mattson's winter 
flies  which  have been lying  drowsed  in  the  hat  and  have  come to  life  in  the 
warmth from your bald head. Do you still feel any buzzing in your cranium?"

"No, I don't," Adamson answered, wiping the sweat from his brow  as the 
colour returned to his cheeks, perhaps not so scarlet as before but fresh enough 
to look alive.   

"But now I think I have earned a grog!"

Major Adamson got a cap from the captain and a grog in the smoke-room.

But his cheerfulness on the journey home seemed to me rather too nervous 
to be quite natural.

01  Get the fly.
02  Grogg in Sweden is whisky or brandy with soda-water.
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When I Was Czar

I am in appearance quite like the Czar of Russia who abdicated. This fact 
once nearly caused my downfall. It was the year 1905, a serious year for Russia. I 
was a guest aboard one of our more elegant steam pleasure-yachts. After many 
ravagings on various coasts we landed late one evening outside a little town on 
the other side of the Baltic. Special circumstances compel me to conceal the name 
of the town.

We had had a stormy and quite trying day's journey. The crew were tired 
and we wanted to save them the trouble of serving supper on board, so we betook 
ourselves, as we stood, up to the town to get something inside us. It was the first  
time I had been in Russia, and none of us had ever visited the town in question. 
But then it does lie rather off the beaten track. In spite of the late hour of our 
arrival a mass of people had assembled on the pier to stare at our beautiful boat,  
and we were directed by a German-speaking would-be gentleman to the town's 
best  restaurant.  This  somewhat  intoxicated  individual,  by  the  way,  became 
difficult to get rid of. He followed us in and, judging by all appearances, wanted to 
join in the supper. He coolly sat himself down at our table and began to rant 
politics,  which just  didn't  suit  us and could,  besides,  be quite  dangerous.  But 
gradually we managed to convince him of our earnest desire to be alone, and after 
he had sunk a few glasses of beer he removed himself in a bad temper and sat  
himself down along with some shabby fellows at a table near by, from where he 
surveyed us with insidious glances. The public in the room was, to say the least,  
mixed, and most of them were half seas over. Champagne was being drunk at 
almost all the tables. 

There  were  demimondes,  shabby  individuals,  young,  quite  elegant 
gentlemen, who looked like landowners of the district, officers in abundance, and 
among them an old grey-bearded general  draped in decorations,  who shouted 
incessantly. At times he seemed to be frantic about something, gesticulated, and 
rolled his eyes. But just as often he fell on the necks of his neighbours at table and 
kissed  them  audibly  in  true  Russian  style.  By  quite  a  pleasant,  even  if 
unpleasantly greasy, headwaiter who spoke French well we were enlightened as 
to the General's name, which incidentally then had quite a European ring. 

One of  the gentlemen in military  uniform at  the officers'  table  was the 
Chief Constable of the town, and it was he who was host on this occasion. I have 
often  seen more sober  Chief  Constables.  Suddenly  all  the  officers  got  up and 
staggered into the next room, the door of which was closed after them. And after 
a while we were able to hear songs, roaring, and yelling from inside. Obviously a 
regular binge was being launched.

Well,  we  ate  our  sakuschka01 in  peace  and  quiet  despite  the  general 
inebriation around us. But just as we were about to leave and were engaged in 
settling up, an awful shriek cut through the rest of the din. It came from the Chief 
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Constable's company. There was dead silence in the room for a moment, but the 
next moment the headwaiter and a few waiters rushed forward and opened the 
door.  Inside there was  a thorough-going battle,  and under a billiard-table  the 
Chief  Constable  and  the  old  general  were  trying  to  throttle  each  other.  We 
managed to grasp the situation before the door was closed again. Naturally such 
distinguished gentlemen had to be allowed to fight without the interference of 
others. We went aboard and gave ourselves up to sleep.

Next day we dressed up in our most elegant Royal Swedish Yacht Club 
clothes and rowed ashore to study the old historically famous castle which is the 
adornment of the town. It was Sunday, and radiant sunshine. People in holiday 
attire  were walking on the pier.  As we were rowing over one of the company 
suggested, "What if we were to let Albert, who is so like the Czar, really act the 
part of the Czar?" The suggestion was received with jubilation, for we were young 
and full of the joy of life. "Here in this out-of-the-way spot," continued the one 
who had made the suggestion, "naturally nobody has seen the Czar. And there 
aren't exactly many Russians who have been sufficiently near him to be really  
sure of  recognizing him.  But  they have all  seen a  portrait  of  him,  and Albert 
resembles him to a tee, doesn't he? 

With a little dignified behaviour, and as the object of respectful attention 
from our side, Albert ought to be able to act the part of the Czar with success." We 
came ashore. I was helped up with servile veneration by my companions, who 
placed themselves as a guard of honour as I passed them to go up into town. I  
walked slowly and with dignity four to five paces in front of the others. I had a 
cigarette handed to me by one of my attendants.

They all stood irreproachably at attention while it was being lit. I thanked 
with a gracious movement of the hand and went on. Naturally our dumb show 
couldn't fail to arouse attention. People stopped and whispered and gaped at the 
foreign dignitary. We began to be followed. More and more joined the procession, 
and soon our  escort  was  of  remarkable  size.  We passed through a  park with 
Casino-like buildings at the sides. It was obviously the promenade ground of high 
society. 

I have never been surveyed with such curiosity. But who should meet us 
but  the  Chief  Constable  who  had  been  so  drunk  the  night  before!  With  the 
underling's  instinct  he  reverently  made  way  for  my  imposing  and  perfectly 
accomplished dignity. But full of official zeal, he approached my suite and asked 
who I  was.  He  was  answered  in  German:  "His  Majesty  is  pleased  to  remain 
incognito for the time being. But you might see to it that the multitude no longer 
incommodes him!" You may rest assured, dear reader, that it was not long before 
the populace was dispersed. The gendarmes toiled, the Chief Constable made a 
row.  We  stopped  at  an  open-air  restaurant,  as  I  was  pleased  to  consume  a 
refreshing drink. My companions procured a half-bottle of champagne and stood 
the whole time at a respectful distance while I absent-mindedly sipped my drink. 
Once again a crowd collected which was again dispersed. But then our guide of 
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the previous day approached, the German-speaking would-be gentleman. With 
naive forwardness he came up and was going to address me. 

My company rushed forward and stopped him. He asked who I was. "The 
Czar,  you idiot!  But  don't  you realize  that he wants  to remain incognito!  You 
ought really to recognize the absolute ruler of all the Russians! But hush!!!" You 
may believe me or not — but the would-be gentleman believed them! He walked 
backwards, his eyes staring, and was engulfed in the multitude which again was 
on the point of coming to a standstill.  "Near the Czar, near to glory! Near the 
Czar, near to death!" runs a Russian proverb. It had been our intention to eat our 
dinner at some restaurant after having looked at the castle. But I realized that we 
had wrecked our chances and ought to make our way back on board, because 
nobody could foresee how this would end. We therefore marched down to the 
pier and embarked. 

But the town seemed to be in an uproar. People were running up and down 
the pier like madmen. And a black solid human mass could be seen approaching 
down the main street which came out at the harbour. "See that we get up steam 
as quickly as possible!" the captain ordered, "for this may be a hell of a business." 
Very  true.  It  was  a  near  thing,  too.  In  the  stern  of  a  pinnace  rowed  by  six 
gendarmes sat  three  men.  We recognized  the  Chief  Constable  and the  drunk 
general  of the previous day.  The third was unknown to us,  but he too was in  
uniform. The pinnace came alongside the yacht. The third member of the party 
introduced himself as the mayor of the town. He asked whom the town had had 
the honour of having as a guest.  "His Majesty is pleased to remain absolutely 
incognito. But you have, I'm sure, observed, gentlemen . . .  I am not entitled to 
say more. His Majesty has ordered immediate departure." 

The three men looked at  each other perplexed. I  cautiously  kept in the 
smoke-room.  "What  nationality  does  it  please  your  Excellency  to  belong  to?" 
asked the Chief Constable, as we had taken down our flags and pennant. "His 
Majesty  is  pleased to remain absolutely  incognito!  I  am not  instructed  to say 
more."  "I  hope,  nevertheless,  that our distinguished visitors are pleased to be 
satisfied,  although  we  have  not  been  in  a  position  to  make  suitable 
arrangements," said the Chief Constable. "More than satisfied. I am certainly not 
instructed to say this — but his Majesty was pleased to be content. He has been 
pleased to retire to rest. Farewell, gentlemen!"

The anchor-chain was pulled in through the hawse-hole with a clank. The 
yacht puffed smoke, and we withdrew from the town, leaving three men in a boat  
who gaped at one another and shook their heads.

01  Faulty form of the Russian zakuska, 'hors-d'oeuvre.'
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A Bookworm

I WAS a private tutor at the vicar's in a parish in the wilds of Småland, and 
was unhappy because he had no books — that is to say, he certainly had a little 
bookshelf, but on it there were only books of homilies, collections of sermons, 
and a few grimy theological text-books from his student days.

But if I wanted something to read I could no doubt borrow from the Baron.

Who was the Baron?

Oh, he was an old character, a bookworm who owned a little estate half a 
mile01  from the vicarage. He didn't bother much about farming, although he was 
said to be an oracle on everything pertaining to agriculture. His estate was leased 
to a peasant-farmer. He himself stayed indoors for days on end and merely read. 
He liked people to come and see him. We could go there some afternoon and 
drink toddy,  the vicar  said,  as  he puffed out a stinking cloud of Chandeloupe 
tobacco smoke.

What kind of books did the Baron have?

Well,  the vicar didn't know, but the Baron had a large room where the 
walls from floor to ceiling were lined with bookshelves and these were filled with 
books in expensive bindings.

But then, perhaps, he won't want to lend them.

Oh, yes; on the vicar's recommendation that could be arranged all right.

One afternoon, therefore, we trundled over to the Baron's estate. We drove 
up through an avenue of old neglected trees and stopped in front of the manor-
house, a somewhat tumbledown structure in the gentry style and painted white. A 
boy took charge of the horse, and we went up the worn front-door steps. At the 
door we were met by the Baron's housekeeper, who asked us to come in. The 
Baron would soon be ready.

"He sometimes lies in bed and reads for days on end," whispered the vicar, 
when we had come into the sitting-room.

I looked all  round. It did not appear particularly distinguished. A worn 
birch writing-desk, a round table in the middle of the floor, an old leather sofa, 
and a few chairs of various ages and styles constituted the furniture. The inkpot 
on the writing-desk was one of the old-fashioned miniature travelling variety with 
a spring to press. Beside it stood a sandbox made of soap stone.

"He can't write much," I whispered to the vicar.
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"He just reads, just studies," the latter whispered back. "But quiet — here 
he comes."

The  doors  of  an  adjoining  room  were  thrown  wide  open  by  the  old 
housekeeper. Ah, there indeed was the library — books from floor to ceiling. In 
my thoughts I was already gorging myself.

But now heavy steps approached, accompanied by puffings and blowings, 
and a shapelessly fat old gentleman climbed, not without effort,  over the high 
threshold. He was wearing a grey dressing-gown with cords and tassels.

"Forgive me, my dear fellow, for keeping you waiting, but I had to tidy 
myself up a little; this is the new tutor, I presume? You are both very welcome! 
Our student  friend drinks toddy,  I  hope? Or has youth degenerated since  my 
time?"

Oh, yes, I drank toddy.

"Very wise, very wise and foreseeing! Non scolæ sed vitæ discimus, as the 
old Romans used to say."

The  Baron  spoke  through  his  nose,  for  he  took  snuff.  His  nose  was, 
moreover, excessively aristocratic — a real pedigree nose, although the snuff had 
made it a little spongy. His white moustache was brown in the middle with snuff.  
His lower lip hung down as it should.

"The toddy will be here in a moment," he continued. "And now what does 
our student friend amuse himself with these days? Girls are scarce in these parts; 
it's as though the sex were dying out. It was different in my time."

"Oh, our student friend here doesn't think about girls, I’m sure, my dear 
fellow," said the vicar. "He just reads and reads."

"There, you see, my young friend, education is something which no one 
can take from you.  What  would life  be without  books!  Well,  then,  you find a 
kindred soul in me. What have I been doing for forty long years? I have read and 
studied, studied and read. What does an old bachelor like myself have other than 
his books?"

"You must have a very large library, sir," I said. "Might one perhaps have a 
look?"

"I  really  can't  show  it  you  today;  it  is  untidy  in  there;  everything  is 
higgledy-piggledy on the shelves. I sat up late into the night and became absorbed 
in those dear old friends and . . . (The Baron went and closed the doors to the 
sanctuary.) . . . and a library is a church, where it should be tidy and in order 
when the faithful enter in. That is to say, there is a certain order there, but it is 
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only known to me, and the shifting of a book might disturb me for weeks in my 
studies. You know yourself — a desk can look untidy, a jumble of papers, but the 
man  who  has  been  working  there  has  his  own  order,  and  a  maid  might  do 
incalculable harm by putting it all in a pile with a weight neatly on top. But you 
understand that yourself, my young friend."

"Perfectly."

The vicar spoke. "Our student friend has really come here to ask a favour 
of you, my dear fellow, and I have taken it upon myself to present the request, 
certain that my recommendation would carry some weight. Our student friend, 
who takes great care of books, would like to borrow . . ."

"Borrow! Borrow! From me? Books? Out of the question! No, indeed! I 
just can't understand how — what the devil? Borrow books . . . ."

The Baron looked at us both with an expression of horror and indignation. 
His eyebrows puckered menacingly and his lower lip hung far down over his chin. 
He took snuff frantically.

"Calm yourself, my dear fellow," said the vicar. "There was surely no harm 
in asking.  Naturally  we'll  drop the question at  once.  I  never thought that you 
would take it so — if I may say so — so . . ."

"Seriously, you mean," snuffed the Baron. "Forgive me for being a little 
violent. No offence is meant. But I have a principle, and it is never to lend a book.  
Not that I think our young friend would mishandle it in any way, but how, I ask, 
how can a person who sets value on a book lend it! Does one lend one's fiancée,  
my young friend? Does one lend one's wife, my dear fellow? Come, come! A book 
is for me a holy thing, so holy that I should consider myself to be committing a  
deadly sin, betraying my best friend, were I to permit anyone else even to touch 
it."

"You are quite right, sir," I said, "and I am sorry I have been inconsiderate 
enough to. . ."

"Ah, well — now we'll forget this unfortunate little incident! Forgive my 
vehemence, but you understand me, and that pleases me. But here comes the 
toddy. How about a cigar? No, books, my friends, books — but we'll  drop the 
subject.  You understand an old bookworm like me, I'm sure!  Now we'll  brew 
ourselves a good stiff toddy02  — let me pour you some out — there we are. No, my 
friends — books, books, books, sensitive human souls in gilt edging, as old man 
Ehrensvärd used to say to my father of blessed memory."

We drank toddy. Books were not mentioned again. But the Baron talked 
farming with the vicar until supper; during supper he talked to me about food 
and girls, and after supper he passed to farming. I was truly bored and drowned 
my disillusionment in toddies. Just think if there had been prohibition!
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We drove home. The Baron, I suppose, resumed his interrupted studies.

A year or two later I saw in a newspaper that the Baron had died.

I wrote to the vicar and asked whether there would be a sale. In that case I 
would take the opportunity of procuring a few books.

After some time the following answer arrived:

MY DEAR FRIEND, 
. . . when it turned out that the large library consisted solely of gilt-edged backs of 
books fastened onto wooden frames. That was why he was so afraid of displaying 
his  treasures.  He  left  only  three  books:  The  Peerage,  Theory  of  Manure by 
Svanberg and  The Commonest Complaints  of Domestic  Animals;  and you are 
scarcely interested in any of these.

Yes, he was a great character.  Peace on his dust!  Farewell.

01   A Swedish mile is a little over six English miles.

02   Ebony-toddy, i.e., very dark, owing to high proportion of brandy.
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A Ghost Story

AN old white  manor-house in  Småland with  a  tiled  curb  roof.  A  large 
round courtyard  with  a  flower  bed in the  middle  — bleeding hearts,  peonies, 
daisies, and mignonette. A long avenue of aged elms, a rushing waterfall, mid-
summer twilight, drawing-room, grog, family gathering, conversation. The major, 
retired;  Aunt  Louise,  the  major's  cousin;  the  schoolmaster,  a  brother  of  the 
major's; Lieutenant Claes, the major's nephew; Alice, Claes' fiancée; I myself, an 
outsider.  The  major  is  sitting  in  the  rocking-chair  puffing  a  black  cigar,  the 
lieutenant  and  I  are  smoking  cigarettes,  the  schoolmaster  is  meditating  and 
twiddling his thumbs in his arm-chair,  the fiancée's eyes are staring like black 
stars out into the twilight. Aunt Louise is speaking to the major.

"Why must you always  be so brutal  and cynical,  Jean-Ågust,  dear,  just 
when one is touching on serious matters? I assure you — and both cousin Amelia 
and brother Kasper can vouch for it, not to mention the servants — that papa had 
a ghost. Precisely a quarter of an hour before he came home each evening Tom 
barked and the door-knocker banged twice, and then mama always said, 'Now we 
can expect papa home soon!'  And if it  hadn't been repeated every single time 
papa was out! But it was without fail. . . ."

"Now listen, Louise."

"Be quiet, Jean-Ågust! And they say that only good people have ghosts . . ."

"Twaddle!"

"Well, really! You mean that papa wasn't a good person — you . . ."

"My dear Louise, of course he was a fine fellow, but if you had got married 
in time you wouldn't have needed to have such delusions. You have hit upon that 
since you've been left on the shelf. Marriage is like a purge, you know — cleanses 
the stomach, as the old girl said. Yes, I beg your pardon, dear cousin, but you are  
no chicken."

"But you are forgetting our little Alice."

"Nonsense! Modern girls — What do you say, Alice?"

"I think that Uncle Jean-Ågust shouldn't be nasty to Aunt Louise!"
"Nasty — h'm, yes, perhaps, my dear Louise — forgive an old soldier — but 

you are really the bloody limit! H'm, yes — forgive me, dear cousin! You know me, 
don't you?"

"Yes, alas — you are incorrigible — but what I wanted to say was that when 
papa was laid out up in his room and we were all sitting sewing our mourning one 

56



evening — it was the day before he was buried; the time was eleven, ten minutes 
past eleven — the bell from his room rang. And it's the honest truth, believe me or  
not. He had a hand-bell on his desk and used to ring for us, he did! Don't laugh, 
Jean-Ågust! And then it was our house-companion, Miss Andersson, who was so 
brave and daring and ran up with a candle and looked at papa, and his chin had 
fallen down — the hymnbook had slipped to one side — and his right arm wasn't  
lying as it had been before."

"That's what Miss Andersson said!"

"You are dreadful, Jean-Ågust! What do you say about it, Leopold?"

"Yes," said the schoolmaster, twiddling his thumbs more rapidly, "there 
are many things twixt heaven and earth . . ."

"That  there  are,  Jean-Ågust.  Do  you  hear  what  Leopold  says?  But  you 
don't believe in a life after this one, Jean-Ågust! You wait, Jean-Ågust! Perhaps 
you'll have to wander about among a thousand forms of existence, just because 
you are sitting joking flippantly like this   to-night — not that I want you to, Jean-
Ågust,  because  you  have  a  heart  of  gold,  but  you  are  cynical  and  equivocal, 
although you are white-haired and old and ought to know better."

"Cousin Louise, forgive an old bachelor who ought to have married you. 
Damn me if I wouldn't lave liked to, just to drive these stupid ideas out of your 
head! No, I don't believe in a life in the hereafter where I'm not certain of having 
my smoke and my grog after a good dinner — or what does the artist say?"

"Yes," I said, "I really prefer the certain to the uncertain. But, of course, 
one doesn't  know whether  one won't  get  grog in another life  too.  One knows 
nothing at all."

"Yes," said the major; "that reminds me of an old epitaph which runs like 
this:

Dust am I, though formerly I ruled in mighty Ninus. 
Merely what my palate gave me and the love-bantering maid 
Do I know for certain was mine!  
All else have I left to the grave."

"But, Jean-Ågust, you forget that Alice is a child! You are equivocal! Do 
not trouble her soul!"

"Alice  is  a child  who's  engaged,"  said  the major,  "isn't  she,  Claes? And 
there's a difference between children and children who are engaged, isn't there, 
Claes?"

"Yes, thank goodness, Uncle," said Lieutenant Claes, and his hand sought 
the girl's in the darkness.
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"There  really  are  many  things  'twixt  heaven  and  earth,"  said  the 
schoolmaster;  "but  young engaged  couples  don't  worry  about  the  intervening 
space. . ."

"Bravo, Leopold," cried the major. "Even a stale philosopher can hit upon 
a pithy remark. Damned good! Write it down, print it! Cheerio!"

"I don't know whether the times are going forwards or backwards," said 
Aunt Louise, "but the kind of tone in conversation which you old people allow 
yourselves in the presence of the young is, to say the least, abominable. I suggest  
that Alice should go up to bed. Besides, she may be tired — but quiet, now! I hear  
a carriage."

We listened. Sure enough! A vehicle could be heard approaching down on 
the road.

"Who can it be — at this hour?" said Aunt Louise. "Now it's turning up the 
avenue!"

We went up to the window. The summer night lay out there bright and 
beautiful. The leaves of the elms hung motionless. The lilac burned darkly in its 
mysterious foliage, which skirted the courtyard.

The tramp of horses drew nearer.

"Remarkable,"  said the major.  "It  sounds as though they were going to 
drive up the avenue, but I don't see a thing."

We stood at the window with eyes strained. The sound drew nearer.

If we had closed our eyes we could have sworn that a carriage and pair had 
driven up through the avenue, swung past the flower bed, and stopped in front of 
the steps. But we only heard the sound—-we saw nothing.

"They stopped here at the steps," said Aunt Louise. She was small and did not 
reach up to our point de vue. "You go out and receive them, Jean-Ågust! It surely 
can't  be anyone else except the Gyllenhööks — although they are coming at  a 
queer time."

The major was white in the face.

"Engström — Claes — what the devil is this? Don't you hear, Leopold — 
they are standing out here: I can hear the horses snorting and pawing the ground, 
but I see nothing — do you see anything?" 

Leopold's face was also as white as chalk. 
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"There are many things 'twixt heaven and earth. . ."

"Claes! Claes!" said his fiancée — and at that moment a whip cracked, the 
sand swished, and the mysterious guests departed. We heard them turn down 
into the avenue and gradually trot down to the road, the sound of the hooves 
grew fainter and died away.

The major was more like a plaster figure than a human being.

"This is the very devil," he said.  "If only I had been  drinking I   could  
have  explained  it,   but unfortunately I haven't been drinking." 

    "Wasn't it the Gyllenhööks ? " asked Aunt Louise.

"The  devil  it  was  —  but  I  must  give  up  swearing!  There  was  nobody. 
Nobody — do you hear, Cousin!"

"Claes, Claes," said his fiancée, and her voice trembled.

"Claes and Mr. Engström," said the major. 'Now let us think logically! We 
have heard a pair of horses and a carriage, but we have seen nothing — we are 
agreed on that, aren't we? The servants raked the courtyard yesterday evening! 
Let us therefore go out and see if we can discover any wheel-marks or the marks 
of  hooves.  One must  get  to  the bottom of  cases  like  this,  instead of  standing 
trembling, Cousin Louise —so give us the big lantern, because this is damned well 
going to be investigated — oh dear, there I was swearing again!"

"My dear  Jean-Ågust — why,  of  course you shall  have the lantern!  But 
what's wrong with you, Alice darling? Are you going to faint?"

"Alice!!" whispered Claes.

"Claes!!" whispered Alice.

"Give the lantern here at once, you old hag," thundered the major. "We are 
confronted with a mystery — just get a move on."

With  the  major  and  the  lantern  all  ready  for  action  Claes,  I,  and 
schoolmaster Leopold went out into the courtyard.

Right in front of the steps lay two mighty heaps of horse droppings.

But no wheel-marks were to be seen.

The courtyard lay neat and newly raked.

Uncut.
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Untrodden.

We were confronted with a mystery.

Leopold the schoolmaster's thumbs rotated round each other so fast that it 
did not show.

I said, "I am giving up drinking grog from this very moment."

But the major replied, "Don't make matters worse — just now we need a 
grog. We have earned not one, but two."

Claes said, "Do you understand this, Uncle?"

"Of course I understand, damn it! It's my duty as a superior officer. And 
now we'll go in and have a nightcap and explain to the womenfolk that someone 
had missed his way — that's right, isn't it? A second lieutenant must not think — 
shame on you, my boy — but this is the nastiest business I have been in on — she? 
Good heavens, the thousand times I've been engaged I've smothered all questions 
with kisses."

"Jean-Ågust, what was it?" Aunt Louise called out from the steps.

"Oh,  it  was  only  that  we  had  to  go  out  for  a  moment!  Don't  you 
understand, my old cousin?"

"You can scare the life out of a person!"

"Yes — out of two, if you want! And three and many! A soldier ought to be 
terrifying. And you don't scare him with tales of fallen chins and bell-ringings by 
a fellow who's dead. Not likely, my dear cousin Louise! Go up to bed, but first of 
all put out the grog things — a Black and White, three sodas, and my little box of 
Henry Clays. I do believe that your old father was such a good fellow that he was 
able to walk again — good-night — and that he rang too! Good-night, good-bye !"

We got what we wanted. But that evening's incident still remains a mystery 
to me.

The only factual evidence we really had to go on was the horse droppings. 
But next morning the servants had raked it up.

It  is  always  like  that.  When one gets  hold of  anything  factual  servants 
come and rake it up.

Isn't that beautifully and symbolically conceived and expressed?
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An Uppsala Memory

"For  having  wantonly  extinguished  a  street-lamp,  the  student  A.  L.  J.  
Engstrom was fined 15 kroner," the newspaper had reported. The said student 
had "behaved much too decidedly" at the police-station, and, therefore, the fine 
exceeded the usual five kronor. They knew how to phrase minutes in those days.

And so I had tasted blood and had been warned by my 'tutor.'01 This fine 
old gentleman's warning in extenso ran as follows:

"I hear that you've gone and put out a lamp! Now, look, we students are 
supposed to labour in the service of enlightenment, and so it isn't fitting for us to  
put out lights. You have certainly only put out one light, and that can be regarded 
as an extenuating circumstance. In my time we used to put out all the lights. Will 
you have a glass of punch?"

Would I just! I was ready to fall on the old man's neck, and I vowed never 
to commit any lawless act. This vow was, however, soon modified to the effect 
that I vowed never to let myself be caught, and this vow I kept unswervingly.

Now I'll tell of all that was performed by me and a few kindred spirits in 
Luthagen02 one dark autumn night of fog and drizzle.   What muscular energy 
and what care didn't we squander!

My friend Birger and I had put down our names to be examined in Latin 
by old man H., and in the evenings we used to prepare our Tacitus, Persius, and 
satires of Horace together. We were really interested in our studies, and, from our 
schooldays, had been accustomed to communicate with each other in Latin. We 
improved still further n this at the Philological Society, where, I recall, they were 
just  then  engaged  in  demonstrating  Catullus  in  the  Roman  Tongue.  Classical 
languages are a strong bond of union, and one evening we were assembled at 
Birger's, seven or eight Latin scholars. But one does not live by Latin alone, and,  
as the evening wore on, we began to moot the question of food in more or less 
fortunate Ciceronian periods. A light supper at Gästis03 wouldn't come amiss. 
But when our purses were examined we came to the lamentable conclusion that  
we were as broke as poor students can be, and that's saying something.

How great was the jubilation when I came to the rescue. I had received 
from home a large case of food from Småland — brawn, sausage, spiced bread, 
and herring — pickled, lovely herring. The shout that shook the little room at this 
news was jolly sincerely heartfelt. As I was entertainments secretary of Östgöta 
'nation' I could procure a bottle or two of punch and a bottle of Rehnberg's old 
corn-brandy from the caretaker. Some one else could get beer, while I and one of  
the company went to fetch the case, the schnaps, and the punch.
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It was a magnificent banquet. My haversack rations, which should have 
lasted a month, were soon but a lovely memory. Pipes were lit and, the punch was 
brought out.

A few hours later we were hard at work erecting a house in the middle of 
Sysslomansgatan.

A store of planks outside a new building provided the material. We toiled 
and moiled in the drizzle. The few street lamps shone like bleary eyes in the fog.  
Nobody  disturbed  us.  The  policeman  who had  his  beat  here  had  presumably 
found the weather disagreeable and was taking a nap in his snug shelter until the 
time for his relief drew near. Our building soon rose to a height of eight feet.  We 
had just started on the roof, which on account of difficulties with the material, we 
gave the oriental flat form.

"Look out, boys'."

Our pal who was looking after the roofing took a gigantic jump from his 
perch while, at the same time, dreadful blasphemy was heard from the pavement 
below him. We recognized the voice. It belonged to constable No, 9, the dreaded 
No. 9, who was a worthy representative of the law in so far as he was totally 
devoid of humour.

Now the sound of the constable's shrill whistle mingled with the clatter of 
our fleeting feet. Under cover of the fog we reached Birger's door before No. 9 
could  discover  our  place  of  refuge.  And  soon  rapid  footsteps  announced  the 
approach  of  several  constables  whose lot  it  now was,  with  sweat  and toil,  to 
destroy our architectural masterpiece.

We refreshed ourselves with a glass of punch and a pipe. Outside the rain 
came down more heavily. We began to deliberate (with quite correct logic, as a 
matter of fact):

"When the constables have trudged back with the planks they will go away, 
after No. 9 has got a sound cursing for having caused them extra trouble through 
not looking after his beat. Furthermore, No. 9 is tired after his labours, and since 
it is hardly likely, especially as the weather is becoming dirtier than ever and as it  
is  past  two  o'clock,  that  anyone  will  be  up  to  any  further  pranks  in  this  
neighbourhood, No. 9 will return in a little while to his lair. What prevents us 
then from rebuilding the temple?"

Calculations of probability are part of mathematics. In a little while we 
were back again at the scene of our exploit.

Behind the heap of planks there was a huge store of bricks. And, as we 
soon  agreed  that  brick  as  building  material  is  more  lasting  than  wood,  we 
constructed  a  Wall  of  China  right  across  the  street.  [t  was  merry  work,  and, 
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distributed among many bands, a piece of work progresses rapidly. Drenched by 
the rain but warm through physical exertion, we went on building briskly. In an 
hour's time we had completed a barricade-wall four feet high, from house wall to 
house wall, and, after we had crenellated it neatly to demonstrate our aesthetic 
interest, we had every reason to be satisfied with our handiwork

It might now be time to go to bed, the reader may think. Yes, we thought 
so too, and as the majority of us lived in Fjärdingen04 we had the same road 
home. Birger, who lived in Sysslomansgatan, kindly kept us company.

But just as we were turning into Järnbrogatan No. 9’s whistle  sounded 
again. A constable came running at the double from the hill by the university.

The  psychological  phenomenon  whereby  the  criminal  likes  visiting  the 
scene of his crime was repeated in this case too.  Birger and I insisted on going 
back, and the others, of course, wanted to as well, but, as our good luck would 
have it, their prudence prevailed, for too many cooks spoil the broth.   They went  
home, and Birger and I went back alone.

But  before  we  got  there  we  deliberated,  and  in  the  course  of  this 
deliberation we came to the following conclusion: We have nothing to do with our 
Wall of China.  The constables are busy with it now, and in the meantime we can 
do  good work  unmolested  elsewhere.   How about  the  gates  round about  the 
district,  for  example?    Possibly  they  might  show  off  equally  to  advantage 
somewhere else.

We examined a gate in Sysslomansgatan, so near our wall that we could 
hear the racket of the constables' labours. The gate could be lifted off, and we 
consequently trudged off towards Skolgatan with the heavy piece between us. But 
where were we to put it?

Eureka? The caretaker's lobby at the Fjellstedt School is always open.   We 
knew that, because Karl Emil from Helsingland had lived there.

If we were to cram the lobby with gates?  A new and not at all stupid idea.  
After all, was it right to deprive those who used the lobby of enjoying the comfort 
which a collection of gates really offers?

Nequaquam, by no means.

It  was  laborious  work,  but,  favoured  by  singular  luck,  we  managed  to 
collect fourteen gates from Various parts of Luthagen. With extreme care they 
were stowed away in the poor caretaker's lobby. They were so placed that the 
doors couldn't be opened.

 We mopped the sweat from our brows and decided to go home. The night 
had truly been well spent. To get away with what we had done, undisturbed by 
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the  police,  presupposed,  moreover,  a  certain  guardianship  of  the  angels,  for 
which I feel grateful when I remember that night. But before we parted we really 
must put out a street-lamp, Birger suggested.

Certe tu quidem, optime adolescens!

 I jumped up on to the nearest lamp-post, and I began to climb. 

Oh, all ye powers of hell! 

From the darkness underneath a tree a roar was heard, and No. 9 came 
padding out, blaspheming so atrociously that the blood stood still in our youthful 
hearts.

 I slipped down the lamp-post as though I'd been shot, and Birger's long 
thin legs began to move at a speed of which I had not believed them capable.

 The race began. Skolgatan lay as black as a wall in front of me. Birger had 
disappeared,  but  behind  me  I  heard  swift  footsteps  and  the  panting  of  the 
pursuer's breath.

 God, how I ran! I tried to get rid of my overcoat, but luckily I remembered 
that my name was in the lining. I turned right at the churchyard.  The rain was 
pouring down and the mud splashed around me, but over there lay the country 
and safety. Surely and inexorably the footsteps sounded behind me. I began to be 
out of breath. I realized that I wouldn't be able to hold out much longer.

Bang, I went head over heels! I lay in a ditch, and a body fell heavily on top 
of me.

And so now it was a question of fighting. I held him round the waist, and 
we rolled over and over in the dirt.  But — mighty Antonius! Why, he was  as 
slender as a stick round the waist and never said a word, only panted heavily. No.  
9 was as fat as a barrel. Who  — ye gods! is it you, Birger?!

It was Birger.

No. 9 had given up the pursuit and we were saved.  It was a long time 
before my friend was able to speak. But that wasn't necessary, either.

It was past five o'clock, and we longed for rest after a well spent night. 
Certainly  much  could  still  have  been  accomplished,  but  our  ambitions  were 
almost satisfied. Soon the genii of peace hovered over our bed-heads. 

After our tardy breakfast  some hours later on selected members of The 
Philological Society were invited to watch the behaviour of a small detachment of 
police-constables who, with gloomy looks, were trying to fit a host of gates on to 
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their respective hinges up and down Luthagen. It was heavy and trying work, but 
the constables were also able to rejoice over such great sympathy and so much 
real understanding among the spectators that the task ought to have felt easier.

No. 9's countenance was marked with grim determination. He looked as 
though he was on the point of being consumed by an inner fire. But he recovered 
again, and became more terrifying than ever.

Dear reader, do you think that all this is bragging ? Do you think that I 
glory in the excesses of my youth? And do you think that I still recommend the 
maxim of my symbolical Petrus Marksarius?

You are wrong!  But I regret almost nothing.

01  In Uppsala the students are divided into thirteen 'nations' according to the 
part of the country they come from.  At the head of each nation is an 'inspector',  
always a senior professor, who looks after discipline and the general welfare of 
the students.

02  N.W. district in Uppsala.

03  Uppsala restaurant popular with students.

04  Western district in Uppsala.
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Causerie

WHY is it that people appear flatter nowadays, paler, without character,  
as  compared with former times? Perhaps because I am still living in the past,  
among the masters and peasants of my youth.

In those days there really was class distinction. Now we live in the age of  
levelling. High up in the highlands of Småland, where the railways seemed like 
newly  cut  wounds,  and  where  post-days  were  like  verses  from  the  Book  of 
Revelation, old families lived on their estates as they had done for centuries. No 
coachman there crossed the courtyard without holding his cap in his hand. There 
servants took a pride in being in service with the same family for generations. 
There the noble daughters of the house vied with the maids in spinning, and the 
stable boy who misbehaved himself preferred getting a thrashing from the master 
of the house to being dismissed. A dismissal in those days was a vote of censure  
which cast a stain on the person concerned and the whole of his family.

The very district I was brought up in was full of original characters. Class 
distinction was well defined both among peasants and among masters. My own 
family was partly  of peasant  stock,  and I remember my pride in the fact  that 
several  of them were district  sheriffs and jurymen — grim-looking old fellows 
with slow manners, but with humour in the corner of their left eye. Their fields 
were excellently managed, their horses shone with well-being, and their clothes 
were homespun. For their wives would not have wished to survive the shame of 
seeing their husbands wearing inferior clothes bought in a shop.

In those days there were, strictly speaking, no distances. One had family 
gatherings now and again, and travelled ten miles or so by cart to spend a few 
days together at weddings or funerals. Those were feast days. Brandy and home-
brewed ale flowed then, festive shots resounded, and there was wooing within the 
family. Then the floors of the rooms were worn with the hard hobnails of boots in 
reel and waltz, and games were played which are now forgotten. Kirsch feasts01 

and brandy orgies, a little fight, when the occasion arose, and robust joking with 
the opposite sex, gave colour to existence. I remember a wedding down in Pelarne 
parish when two hundred guests one morning all  missed their shoes. We had 
been bundled together in the barns, and a man-servant had hidden all the shoes 
and boots under the floor of a bath-house. Well, we had to go a day without shoes 
until the hiding-place was discovered, although it wasn't easy to sort out the two 
hundred pairs. But the servant who had perpetrated the crime dared not show 
himself  in  the  house  where  the  wedding  had  been  celebrated,  until  the 
neighbourhood had re-assumed its normal appearance.

But it wasn't this that I really wanted to talk about, although it has perhaps 
its significance as an introductory observation.
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Down there in my home district there lived three old fellows who were in 
the  habit  of  meeting  one  another  to  play  cards.  They  weren't  next-door 
neighbours, but they had landaus and little  frisky Småland horses. One was a 
court chaplain — so he drank toddy, and wine, and brandy. Another was a mine-
inspector and a big man in Småland. The third was a captain and had been in the 
Finnish war. He hunted and fished, and he used to row out on to lovely Lake 
Solgen and live on an island there — lie down and sleep on a slab of rock just as  
he was. He had, incidentally, been a great friend of Johan Ludvig Runeberg, who 
was  also  a  mighty  hunter.   And then,  I  was  almost  forgetting  another  one,  a 
fourth, an old compeer, who had also been in the Finnish war. He sat at home on 
his estate, clad in homespun, and played the harp beautifully and musically; he 
was, moreover, the accoucheur of the parish. I remember one day when we young 
people — I slipped in with the rest, but was glad to join in the fun—we were on a 
walking-tour and arrived at the estate of the old harpist and accoucheur to spend 
the night there. We had to go in a procession into his room, and he laid his hands 
on our heads and gave us his blessing. He was ninety years old — and his old wife 
sat beside him and vouchsafed the fact, white-haired and with beautiful eyes, and 
marvelling at the new age which came into the old rooms with us young people.

All these old fellows were nearly ninety, and, for the last generation or so, 
had been in the habit of meeting to play cards. The mine-inspector came then 
with his old coupé and fetched the court chaplain, for whom this pleasure-ride to 
his old friends marked an epoch. But the court chaplain was afraid of driving fast, 
and the mine-inspector took the hills  at full  speed in good old Småland style. 
Now, there is one hill,  quite a quarter of a mile long, from Boaryd up towards 
Eksjö. Both the old fellows were sitting talking, and by and by they had passed 
the hill.  Then the old court chaplain had to say something, so he said, "Thank 
you, my dear fellow, for not driving so fast down that dangerous hill. I sat holding 
my breath the whole time. Thank you, my dear fellow."

"Jonsson!" said the mine-inspector, "turn round and drive up again!"

"Yes, but my dear fellow" said the court chaplain.

"Drive on," said the mine-inspector. And the whole equipage set off back 
to the top of the hill.

"Turn round," said the mine-inspector, "and full speed ahead!"

Off  they  went  downhill  at  headlong  pace,  and  the  court  chaplain  sat 
gasping for breath, and held on tight at the bends.

And yet he had been at Leipzig and in Norway.

These  old  fellows  were  on  their  way  to  the  old  captain,  the  friend  of 
Runeberg, the old hunter, to play cards for a few days. Their friend, the harpist  
and accoucheur, wasn't there on this occasion, and they had the job of fetching 

67



the fourth man for the game of cards.   This fourth man was also an old character. 
He was a bailiff  and had been fourth man for thirty years or so.   But he was  
naturally lower class, and was treated as such. 

 In short, they fetched the bailiff and gradually approached the captain's 
residence. There things really got going. There was supper and toddy, and the 
cards came out. The old woman was sent to bed, and the old fellows continued. 
Steaming jugs of hot water, good cognac, and rum were brought on to the table.

The old fellows began to quarrel — they began to shout and swear. The 
bailiff was the quietest. And during a pause in the dispute the bailiff dared to put 
forward a proposal, steeped in cognac as he was:

"Listen, sir, and you other honoured fellow-players! We have been playing 
cards with one another for exactly thirty years, and now I think — hic — that we 
could dispense with titles."

There  was  silence  at  the  card-table;  they  looked  at  one  another  —and 
suddenly the mine-inspector said, "For shame, yokel!"

The  bailiff  collapsed  and  realized  that  he  had  raised  the  question  of 
dispensing with titles somewhat too soon, that it was altogether stupid that he 
had proposed it.

Then said  the  captain,  "Well,  then,  we'll  continue  the  game as  though 
nothing had happened. Aren't you agreed, commissary?"

"I beg your pardon a thousand times if I have been impertinent," said the 
bailiff, becoming a little angry. "But I consider, since you gentlemen have come to 
fetch me for the last thirty years that it means something after all. It means that 
you need me!"

Then the old captain said, "When one plays for one tenth of an öre one 
doesn't need anyone. If the commissary has not felt at home in our company then 
say so!"

The court  chaplain  said,  "I  have  witnessed  this  quarrelling  for  at  least 
twenty-five years,  but it  has always been concerned with money and not with 
toasts of brotherhood. Take your glass, commissary, and crook your arm round 
mine. Let's remain together and let's drink. I drink as a guardian of souls."

"Body and blood," the commissary proposed.

"You hear for yourself, don't you, that he is impertinent," said the mine-
inspector.  "Here we go fetching the commissary to give the commissary some 
pleasure  and comfort  and  winnings,  and  then  he  takes  advantage  of  us.  For 
shame, yokel!"
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"Whose deal?" asked the captain.

"The one who asks," said the court chaplain.

The old captain related this discussion to me many many years ago. They 
are dead, all the participants in the game. And their hunting-grounds are wastes 
of stumps and dry ling. Their capercailzie-grounds of mighty firs up in Skurugata 
are of no consequence any longer.

When I was there last, walking on my own along the old paths, I felt my 
youth playing like a yellow butterfly in front of me. I plunged into the forest. The 
path wound its way in young wood which was as old as I. I saw by the stumps that  
people had been there stealing.  But during twenty-five years a new wood had 
grown up there, which seemed to say to me, "Hullo, old boy; you see that we are 
keeping up with you."

The path  wound over  clearings,  through juniper  thickets,  over  streams 
which purled and sang the songs of my youth — and suddenly I was at the edge of  
a precipice. The path came to an end, but a young birch was growing up from a 
valley, and now, believe me or not, but I jumped out from the hill and caught hold 
of the birch and it bent as in days gone by. I came down quietly and comfortably 
on the moss just where I wanted to come down, and where the stream ran brown 
and dark over and between brown logs and branches and stones which had lain 
there many hundred years.

I heard ducks quacking a bit away from me. A dam had been there many 
hundred years ago, and purplish brown logs lay there and spoke of the work of 
my own forefathers during the so-called Middle Ages. The logs were carved out 
by the stream, and a giant fir-tree lay tumbled right across the dam and told of 
wondrous  things.  I  don't  like  quoting,  but  I  had  to  recall  Gustav  Fröding's02 

beautiful feeling — the same as mine — when he says:

Here the path is narrower, here is wild forest,
Here fable goes roaming wild and free,
Here is the stone cast by a mountain sprite
At a Christian monk long ago in heathen times.
Here is the Wolf's domain of brushwood and stone-heaps,
Here the Wolf's howl sounded shrill and treacherous,
Here sat little Ulva, the Wolf's daughter,
Shaggy-breasted, wild-eyed, and bewitching.

I  don't  remember,  after  all.  But  I  would  seem  to  recall  a  beautiful  poem  of 
Fröding's — some verse in it — where he said something along the same lines as I 
mean. Yes — this is it —

Here it is desolate and silent,
Here it is far from the shore of reality.
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Try to recollect! We have had that feeling, we who like walking alone in the forest 
and suddenly come to a place where we stop and say to ourselves, "We must paint 
that."

So we think with Gustav Fröding —

Here it is desolate and silent,
Here it is far from the shore of reality.

But perhaps I am beginning to be sentimental. Is there anything wrong in that? 
No, I don't think so.

Imagine a glen with a stream down at the bottom, and an old dam, and 
traces of an old mill — all in shadow under fir-trees, and with ducks feeding in the 
mud. And the wind passing over it all. And dripping moss, and slender birches 
standing there, as it were embarrassed at being allowed to grow in the company 
of pines — and a water as coal-black as — yes!

This is my sentimentality.

I  see  that  I  have wandered  a  little  from my old  card-players.  But  that 
doesn't matter. I am sitting here alone one night in Grisslehamn, watching the air 
outside the windows growing brighter and brighter and less and less blue.

And  through  my  head  Gustav  Fröding's  lines  go  singing  like  a  lovely 
feeling:

Here it is desolate and silent,
Here it is far from the shore of reality.

Yes — this really was a causerie.  But how was it?'

01 Popular  festivals which were held on certain Sundays in August in cherry-growing 
districts.

02   Gustav Fröding   (1860-1911), one of Sweden's most famous lyric poets.
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The Unkind Author

THERE was once an author, as, indeed, there are many, but this was a real 
author who was in Who's Who and had often had his photograph in the Weekly 
Journal. He was accordingly very well known, although he was not a member of 
the Swedish Academy — oh, no! After all, there are limits! But he was a member 
of the Authors' Association. Now he was staying at Solåsen sanatorium, as he had 
just  passed  through  a  love  affair  and  developed  a  disorder  of  the  stomach, 
because that kind of thing affects the intestinal tract if one is of a sensitive nature 
— and who should be sensitive if not authors? He was therefore very pale and 
interesting to behold. Women, too, at once felt their maternal instincts aroused as 
soon as they looked at him. His catarrh of the stomach made him appear, if that 
were possible, more intelligent than usual, and when he was sitting in the large 
dining-room alone at his corner table consuming his beef and carrot rissole he 
could at times look quite infernally gifted. He had a way of dropping his eyelids 
and letting the long eye-lashes shade his wasted checks; it was as though he were 
amusing himself  by reading on the  inside  of  his  eyelids  the horoscope of  the 
universe.

But  authors  unfortunate  in  love  have  a  great  advantage  over  ordinary 
people in the same predicament; they can make a book out of their suffering and 
earn money by it. This author was now busy on such a book, a novel dealing with  
living persons under feigned names, from which he expected a large return, as 
the characters were all well known. And in order to be left in peace he had told 
the lady superintendent at the sanatorium that he did not intend to make any 
acquaintances.  He  begged  that  the  peace  required  for  his  work  might  be 
respected. Accordingly he spent his days in  splendid isolation, ate at a separate 
table, and went for long walks in the woods in stately inaccessibility, He rebuffed, 
with  terror  depicted  on  his  countenance,  attempted  interviews  by  those 
journalists who now and again invaded the sanatorium. They made capital out of 
his hermit’s habits and gossiped about them in their newspapers. This could only 
have  an  advantageous  effect  on  the  circulation  of  his  book.  Everything  was 
extraordinarily well arranged.

There were quite a number of Stockholm society people at the sanatorium 
and women of all ages, most of them uncommonly well painted. It is a joy to see a 
lady intelligently painted. How insipid and expressionless nature looks compared 
with art!

There were  also old gentlemen there with  hardening of  the arteries,  or 
diabetes, or both. The most distinguished of these formed a bridge club where 
one drank a great deal of whisky and told piquant stories. There was also an old  
courtier who suffered from insomnia, incipient paralysis, and aristocratic vanity. 
The paralysis had settled in his legs; he walked with stiff knees and at times made 
movements with his propelling members as though he would take wing. It turned 
out, however, to be merely a very fortuitous gesture, as his complaints made him 
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altogether  too  earth-bound.  This  courtier  made  an  attempt  to  approach  the 
author and was received with a frigid politeness which made him recognize an 
equal in this favourite of the Muses. The acquaintance lasted a few days.

The  Baron had  spoken of  his  infirmities  and  had  asked  for  a  cure  for 
insomnia and Mr. Pen, the author, had at once given him a piece of infallible 
advice: When a human being sleeps he squints. Therefore a person suffering from 
insomnia should try to squint, and sleep will soon supervene.

The Baron squinted for a few nights until he couldn't go on any longer, and 
actually fell asleep. But when he woke up he saw double and had to go to the 
medical superintendent, who warned him not to follow any orders other than his 
own. Mr. Pen had obviously been joking.

Mr. Pen was a mischievous person, and ceased to exist for the Baron.

An  opera-singer  and  an  actor  were  also  staying  on  holiday  at  the 
sanatorium. Such people are much occupied with themselves and only feel happy 
in their own atmosphere. Therefore something had to be arranged in their style — 
a social evening in aid of the poor.

A play was to be performed with the actor as stage-manager; the opera-
singer was to sing her bravura numbers; the actor was to declaim Karlfeldt, Bo 
Bergman, and Anders Österling (for these poets were his specialty with which he 
had laid the metropolis at his feet). But one wanted to have something out of the  
ordinary: Mr. Pen was to be prevailed upon to read out a chapter of the novel he 
was engaged upon —or perhaps he could even be persuaded to write something 
special for the evening. His item was to be the great attraction.

One knew that Mr. Pen had a weakness for feminine charms, and despite 
the  lady  superintendents  warnings  a  deputation  from  among  the  ladies  was 
chosen which was to charm him into promising his co-operation at  the social 
evening.

It marched up to his table one day after lunch but failed miserably in spite 
of looks which were full of promises and words intended to ensnare. Mr. Pen was 
icily polite. He did not wish to be distracted in his work with which just now he 
was  driving  on.  The  opera-singer  said  with  an  enchanting  smile  that  he  was 
heartless, cruel, and inhuman. And the other enchantresses cried. "Ah, Mr. Pen! 
Oh, Mr. Pen! Don't leave us stranded, Mr. Pen!" But Mr. Pen merely showed a  
shadow  of  a  tired  smile  with  a  depth  of  underlying  Weltschmerz.  He  was 
inflexible.

But the women didn't give in. He had now been introduced and had to 
return greetings whenever he met the entertainment committee. Mr. Pen walked 
a  great  deal  and  laid  plots  for  his  book.  On  highways  and  byways  he  was 
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ceaselessly being attacked by the ladies. It became insufferable. He chose new 
paths, but the ladies tracked him down.

One day he was walking, plunged in thought, along a little woodland path, 
when three of the most beautifully  painted of them stopped him with a most 
lively 'hands up.'  He had to stop and enter into conversation.  But just at  that 
moment an old woman came along the path. He saw her from a long way off and 
an idea was born in his brain. It literally flashed upon him. A mischievous twinkle 
shone in his eyes. When the old woman passed by he gave her an extremely low 
bow, as if he were saluting a queen.

"Who was that?" asked the ladies. Mr. Pen gave the old woman a perfect 
courtier's bow!

"I did not salute an ordinary old woman, said Mr. Pen solemnly. " I bowed 
before a great tragedy, a grim human destiny."

"Tell us!  Do tell us!"

" Didn't you see her eyes? Her face? Didn't her wrinkles tell you anything?"

"Do you know her, Mr. Pen?"

"Yes, I know her. Do you know the Leech Pool?"

"Oh, how awful it sounds!  No, where is it?"

"If you like I'll go there with you, and there I'll tell you her dreadful story. 
But I rely on your discretion. Promise me on your word of honour not even to  
hint to any one what you may hear. Two fingers in the air!  May God be your 
witness."

"It  sounds  really  romantic,"  said  the  most  prettily  painted.  "But  we 
promise."

"Good, then I'm satisfied. And now let's go. But I'll warn you that it's both 
a long and arduous road to the pool."

"We'll be back for lunch, won't we?"

"We'll try. The road isn't easy, but it's worth the trouble, and, moreover, 
I'm sure you like unadulterated nature. It will, God knows, be no luxury walk."

Mr. Pen turned off the path, and now the way led up into the wood. The 
terrain was frightful.  One was evidently crossing an old moraine. Giant blocks 
seemed to have been hurled haphazardly on top of one another. Mr. Pen often 
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had to help the ladies at difficult points. Fir thickets sometimes rose up like walls.  
One slithered down ledges of rock and stepped down into boggy holes.

"Isn't it romantic?" asked Mr. Pen. "Isn't it like wolf ravines at times? Shall  
we come here some time and cast charmed bullets? But you are brave not to think 
of your dresses."

"Goodness, how grand, it is! But aren't we going to rest a little? And won't 
we be there soon?"

"Patience, my dear ladies! Think of the story I have promised you. Cheer 
up! There aren't many, even among the inhabitants here, who know the Leech 
Pool."

None of the ladies had been on an expedition like this. They were more 
accustomed  to  Strandväg01 and  parquet  flooring.  For  them  even  the  winter 
garden  of  the  Grand  Hotel  Royal  was  a  piece  of  nature,  but  here  that  was 
considerably out-distanced.

With torn dresses and mud far up their irreproachable legs, they were on 
the point of giving up the ghost, when Mr. Pen at last declared they would be at  
their  destination  in  a  few minutes.  And  it  was  high  time.  Their  hearts  were 
throbbing audibly  and at  a  furious pace.  Their  faces  were  streaky.  This  could 
really be called échauffement! In a woodland glade they sank down on the grass. 
Bags were opened, and they looked at themselves in their mirrors. It was awful.  
Powder and lipstick got going while Mr. Pen discreetly withdrew behind a thicket.

"Mr. Pen!"

Mr. Pen came.

"Only a few steps, and we'll be there !"
Mr. Pen strolled solemnly up to an alder thicket, pushed a few branches 

aside, and bowed chivalrously, indicating that they were at the end of the arduous 
excursion.

A little  patch of  water  lay  quietly  dreaming surrounded by bog-myrtle, 
cotton-grass, and a few iris plants. A swarm of midges buzzed among the high 
alders that overshadowed the pool, the greater part of which was covered with 
green stretches of duckweed. But on the opposite side a kind of platform built on 
posts  ran  a  little  way  out  into  the  pool.  There  seemed  to  be  some  kind  of 
dumping-place  there,  for  millions  of  flies  swarmed  over  a  refuse-heap  of 
indescribable  consistency.  A  fellow  in  working  clothes  came  out  on  to  the 
platform just then with a wheelbarrow, tipped out its contents, and disappeared 
again in the wood behind which a red wall could be seen indistinctly.

The ladies looked at one another and at Mr. Pen.
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"Is this what is called romanticism?"

"Now we'll sit down on the grass," said Mr. Pen.

"I hope that your nerves are strong enough for my tale — but, after all, you 
are modern women. Enough!  About sixty years ago there was on the spot  where 
the  sanatorium  now  stands  an  old manor-house   which   was   owned   by   the  
Court Chamberlain von — but no names!   Let the dead remain dead. He had a 
daughter so wonderfully handsome that — yes, it is, of course, not proper to draw 
any  comparisons  —  she  was,  however,  beautiful,  irresistibly  beautiful.  Two 
brothers,  both young officers,  had met her in society  in Stockholm and fallen 
violently in love with her. She returned the one's affection. They were introduced 
to her family and invited here to hunt. Naturally they couldn't for long keep their 
love secret from each other. One day on an elk hunt they came here to the pool,  
and just here, where we are sitting, they had it out. It went off amicably, because, 
after all, they were brothers and were very fond of each other. But both were in 
despair. It was decided that they should part forever, and they embraced each 
other here for the last time.

The more unfortunate of them, the one whose love was not returned, went 
along the shore towards the platform over there, and his brother stood watching 
him. But when the latter had come to the platform he suddenly raised a dreadful 
shriek, ran out on to the planks, and flung himself into the water. His brother 
rushed over there and out on to the platform — and after a little while the brother 
emerges,  makes  some  strange  convulsive  movements,  and  sinks  again.  Now, 
don't faint, my dear ladies!

"When he appeared above the water he was black with leeches which had 
fastened all over his face — even on his eyeballs — had filled his mouth, nose, and 
ears — his tongue was black with leeches which lay so thick that not a spot of it 
was visible. And he moved his lips where the leeches hung like two fringes. But 
not a sound was heard.

"Then the survivor raised a shriek of terror and ran away. He had gone 
mad. He wandered about in the forest several days and nights before the Court 
Chamberlain's  people  managed  to  capture  him.  He  went  to  an  asylum  and 
remained there for many years. The whole time he shrieked: 'Leeches, leeches, 
leeches, leeches, leeches' — the only word he remembered. Think of shrieking 
'Leeches,  leeches,  leeches'  for  years  on  end!  No,  don't  faint,  young  lady  — 
remember that you are a modern person who has survived a world war!"

The ladies were presumably quite ghastly pale under their powder, and the 
most prettily painted seemed about to swoon.

"Don't you think that the water looks calm and peaceful, my dear ladies? 
But remember that it is a pulp of rapacious leeches. There is a legend that the 
pool will crave seven human lives before it is satisfied. The man I've just been 
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speaking of was the sixth. Who will be the next? Take care, my dear ladies! Never 
come here again. The Leech Pool is greedy.

"You  saw  the  fellow  who  tipped  out  his  wheel-barrow.  The  old  Court 
Chamberlain left in his will a large sum which was to be spent in filling in the 
pool. They have been engaged on the task for over fifty years, but the pool seems 
to be insatiable. They have tried to measure the depth of it, but no lines have been 
long enough. At every attempt they have felt a jerk, and when the line has been 
pulled up again it has been cut off as if with a sharp knife. Oh, there is mystery 
here in the backwoods, my dear ladies.

"But the old woman — have you already guessed, perhaps, that she is the 
Court Chamberlain's daughter? She went half mad, and her father travelled with 
her  from  establishment  to  establishment  all  over  Europe.  Gradually  she  got 
better, but lost her memory — so merciful can Nature be at times. She is the last  
of her line. The family was ruined, the manor-house burned down — everything is 
finished. And now she lives, on a little pension from the House of the Nobility, in 
a cottage near the railway station, and makes lace. She is over eighty years old. 
Look at her more closely next time you meet her, and talk to her, but remember 
that she is very deaf — one has to yell in her ear. She is called Aunt Desirée. She 
knows nothing more about herself."

"Thank you Mr. Pen!" said the prettiest one, "although it was the most 
ghastly story I've heard. I must have a souvenir to take with me from the Leech 
Pool. What is this?" she asked, fingering the gherkin-like pods of an iris — for it  
was September, and it had long ago ceased flowering.

"They are Västerås gherkins," said Mr Pen. "The Leech Pool is the only 
place where they grow, except in Västerås, of course. Take a Västerås gherkin, 
young lady, as a souvenir, unless you prefer a pickled one of the kind we have in 
the sanatorium. They are picked here. But now remember — not a word about the 
Leech Pool.  There are many people with weak nerves at  Solåsen. But now we 
must hurry in order to get home for lunch!"

At that very moment a gong sounded in the immediate vicinity.

The ladies stared at one another and at Mr. Pen.

"Who is sounding a gong right out here in the wilds?"

"Let's  have a  look,"  said  Mr.  Pen.  "We'll  go  to  the  platform where  the 
fellow appeared."

Within three minutes the company was at the sanatorium, and in future 
Mr. Pen was freed from all evident interest from the side of the ladies. Because 
the Leech Pool was the pool of dirty water behind the offices of the sanatorium, 
and not even with the finest net could one catch a leech there.
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Two of the three ladies hated him. But the third, the youngest, couldn't 
help saying half in tears when they met next day on a woodland path. "Oh — so  
mean of you, Mr. Pen! It wasn’t true — not a word was true. And the old woman 
is just an ordinary washerwoman."

"Would you like it to be true?" asked Mr. Pen.

A difficult question!  He really was unkind.

01 The wide thoroughfare by the water in the eastern part of Stockholm.
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Aidesimos of Aleppo

OH, the examination banquets of former days! Oh, the Taddis, the Gästis, 
Gillet, and Rullan!01  Our hearts bled, when the System02  with coarse and barbaric 
hands demolished this  glory,  and we hung our harps in the willow trees.  But 
sometimes we take them down again.

Von Trenck, a student of Stockholm's students' association, was going to 
take honors in French for his Master's degree, and he deserved it after a couple of 
years'  stay  in  France.  Besides,  he  was  almost  about  to  become  a  perpetual 
undergraduate  and his  father  had promised him gold and green forests  if  he 
would finally conclude the matter now. For he had tried to perpetuate in honor 
the traditions of the late Wet Club which had been transmitted by word of mouth. 
And in this he had been faithfully supported by his friend Salenius, who also was 
about to take his Master's,  with esthetics as chief subject.  The two rogues had 
decided   to   celebrate   the event together, inasmuch   as   the   last examination 
for both fell on the same date according to the Gregorian calendar. Both were 
glad of heart, for they knew that they would get their fine diplomas, and now they 
were  sitting in Von Trenck's  two-room  apartment smoking cigarettes   and 
drinking  port wine.

But there is always a drop of wormwood in the cup of joy. They could not 
expect to get extra rations from the System, for Salenius had never had a ration-
book and Von  Trenck,  after  a little mishap over which we draw a discreet veil,  
had  lost  his  modest  ditto  of  about  two  liters.  Where  could  they  procure  the 
necessary  material?  That  miserable  wine,  which  only  filled  the  bodily  cavity 
without satisfying, was a palliative, a bad ersatz. It reminded me of the story from 
the last time of famine in Berlin:

"Ratten?  Ja,  Ratten  hab'  ich  gegessen  und  das  geht  schon,  aber 
Ersatzratten sind scheusslich."

Something must however be done, but what and how?

Suddenly there was a knock at the door and in stepped the theologian who 
lived next to Von Trenck, radiant after a substantial breakfast of mush and milk. 
He was a big fat Smålander.

"Well, aren't you going down to the station to look at the bishop?"

"The bishop?"

"Haven't you seen the papers yet?"

And the theologian pulled out the latest  Uppsala Nya from his overcoat 
pocket. He solemnly read a notice from it. Just this forenoon His Right Reverend 
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the  bishop  Aidesimos  of  Aleppo  would  arrive  in  Uppsala.  The  venerable  and 
learned  old  man  was  going  to  peruse  the  well-known  collection  of  Essenian 
manuscripts at Carolina03  and at the same time cast a sheep's eye at the Codex 
Argenteus.  In  view of  the  absence  of  the  archbishop of  Uppsala  on a  foreign 
journey the celebrated foreigner would stay at the Stadshotell.

"Well, are you coming along?" asked the theologian.

Just then there was a flash in Von Trenck's brain, and an idea, a bold and 
brilliant idea, was born.

"Of course we will come along. It might be fun looking at such an exotic 
figure."

At the station there had gathered, as usual on such occasions, a crowd of 
people  in  order  to  scrutinize  the  strange  visitor.  The  train  arrived  and  His 
Venerability stepped down from his first class coach accompanied by a pair of 
serious gentlemen clad in black. He was an old man with lone, white hair flowing 
from under his high, black headdress and dressed in a lonq foot-Iength cape,  
whatever it  might be called.  A golden cross gleamed on his  chest.  Journalists 
rushed forward but were turned away.  His Right Reverend was tired after the 
journey and must have rest. The interviews would have to be postponed until the 
following day.

The crowd of people dispersed, the bishop and his escort stepped into an 
auto, Von Trenck said a hasty farewell to the theologian and quickly disappeared 
with Salenius. They ducked into Rullan to drink a vermouth, a fast one, for the 
idea which the occasion had begotten in Von Trenck's actively-functioning brain 
had to  be carried out immediately.  A few seconds were  sufficient  to  acquaint 
Salenius with the situation. After an attempt to make a somersault of happiness, 
Salenius embraced Von Trenck and rushed to the telephone, where he ordered a 
landau with the livery-stable's finest thoroughbred to pick them up outside of 
Rullan within the next few seconds.

The energetic livery-stable did its best, and within a few minutes the two 
candidates rolled off toward the Stadshotell.

Salenius stayed in the landau, Von Trenck went inside and demanded the 
room number of the Right Reverend from the room clerk.

"The bishop must rest for a while."

"Impossible, I have to see him. I am going to be his guide for a while.  It  
has been arranged."

"This way, sir."
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Von  Trenck  ran  to  the  elevator,  went  up  — how insufferably  slow the 
elevator was — and knocked at the bishop's door. No   answer.   But   from   the  
adjoining room appeared a dark figure — one of His Right Reverend's attendants.

In  his  most  elegant  French — and it  was  really  elegant  — Von Trenck 
broached his errand. His Right Reverend had announced his arrival   with   the 
city authorities.   It  was only a small  formality,  but they craved   the personal 
appearance of His Right Reverend, Von Trenck hoped that His Right Reverend 
had not yet retired. But the whole thing would only take a few minutes; down on 
the street, the most elegant coach in the city was at his disposal.

The dark one disappeared into:  bishop's  room and after  a  few seconds 
asked  Von  Trenck   to  come  in.  The bishop had not yet tried to relieve himself 
of his worldly outer covering.

After an elegant reverence Von Trenck enlightened the bishop as to the 
situation,  and His Right Reverend, who was used to the insufferable passport 
examinations and vexations in the Levant, where the authorities in every town, in 
each village, made difficulties for the traveler, immediately understood, and was 
ready to come along. He was grateful and glad that everything would be acquitted 
as simply and painlessly as Von Trenck promised.

They  stepped  into  the  elevator  and  went  down.  At  the  landau  stood 
Salenius, who was presented as a notary from the passport office. The driver had 
already  been  instructed.  He  drove  up  and  down  the  streets.  Von  Trenck 
conversed  with  His  Right  Reverend  and developed  a  charm  that  would  be  a 
lifetime memory   for   the   venerable   old   man. He showed and demonstrated 
and got the bishop interested — and finally the landau stopped  in   front   of 
Stockholmssystemet.

For in Salenius's wallet rested a request for eight liters of liquor on one of 
tie  System's  blanks  which  needed  only  the  signature  of  His  Right  Reverend 
bishop,  Aidesimos  of  Aleppo,  to  be  immediately  honored.  Out  of  his  pocket 
Salenius pulled out the blank,  which he had just acquired at Rullan,  and Von 
Trenck  with  an  elegant  flourish  presented  his  fountain    pen.    His    Right 
Reverend needed only to sign his name there — there, yes just there — with all his 
titles,  etc.  And everything  would  soon  be  over.   He  need  not  even  leave  the 
landau. Sincerely and gratefully smiling the bishop signed his name in a civilized 
hand and the titles in French. Salenius rushed into the place and handed over his 
paper.

"My name is Salenius,  from Värmland,  and outside  in  a landau  is  His 
Right   Reverend the Lord  bishop of  Aleppo, who is going to examine a few 
things  at Carolina.  I am his assistant during his stay here, and he needs a few 
things. Well, you must know that the bishop arrived   on   the   special   train.  
Well, so much the better. You can see yourselves, the landau stands just outside.
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The clerk concerned looked at the paper, which was entirely in order. 

Salenius was trembling with nervousness.

"But  eight  liters!  That  is  a  lot,  it  is,  even  for  a  bishop.  It  is  rather  
remarkable . . . ."

He seems to be ill," invented Salenius wildly. "Perhaps it is because of that 
— or perhaps he is going to have entertainment for the theological faculty and the 
librarians . . . . "

The clerk went to the window and at the honorable Worthy,  not without 
being impressed by the exotic sacerdotal vestments, the golden cross, the white 
silver bells. On the other hand he was not impressed by Von Trenck with whom 
he was acquainted and who was gesticulating spiritedly while he entertained the 
guest.

"Candidate Von Trenck who speaks French like a native is interpreter for 
His Right Reverend," explained Salenius.

"Well,  naturally,  such a  guest  may have what  he  wants,  although eight 
liters is rather a lot. Where shall we send it?"

"It will be picked up from the Stadshotell," said Salenius, and a weight fell  
from his chest, to be succeeded by a joy that threatened to burst it.

Salenius ran out, cried "All right," and jumped up in the landau.

Van  Trenck  explained  to  the  bishop  that  everything  was  in  order. 
Apparently  a  weight  also  fell  from the  old  man's  chest,  for  his  gratitude  was 
effusive. The equipage rolled away, and after a while the bishop lay between his 
sheets in his comfortable bed. Outside in the hall Von Trenck and Salenius staged 
a satyric dance.

When after a couple of days the bishop Aidesimos of Aleppo returned to 
Stockholm, he was asked there by a prelate how his visit in Uppsala had turned 
out, if he had been received with sufficient courtesy, etc.

"Yes,  exceedingly  well.  And  it  was  especially  easy  to  get  my  passport 
examined thanks to the kindness and attention of a young official at the passport 
office . . . ."

"The passport office? In Uppsala?  No, there must be some mistake. Your 
Reverence didn't need any passport in Uppsala!"

But  from his  notebook the  reverend Aidesimos of  Aleppo  pulled  out  a 
receipt  for  the  payment  made for  eight  liters  of  alcohol,  a  receipt  which  one 

81



morning lay on his bedside table. The bishop kept all  his documents from his 
journey to the high north.

It is not known whether he was informed about the manner in which his 
name and position had been exploited.  But at the wonderful blowout where Von 
Trenck and Salenius were hosts and which is still remembered vividly, it is known 
that the most heartfelt and  roof-lifting joy — culminating in hurrahs, drowned 
out by laughter and volcanic eruptions of hitherto unknown heights of ecstasy — 
was on behalf of Uncle Aidesimos of Aleppo.

01  Cafés and taverns frequented by students.
02  The Swedish system of liquor rationing. 
03  Carolina Rediviva, i.e. the library of the University of Uppsala.
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Moose

THE ESSENTIAL  thing  in  Johan Karlsson's  existence  was  hunting,  or, 
more exactly, poaching moose. Otherwise, he was a crofter in Björnshult's manor. 
He was the cleverest poacher in the whole province and never had been caught, 
despite the efforts of the district police superintendent, the gamekeepers and the 
game wardens. His appearance was innocence itself, and his mouth was hidden 
under  a  pair  of  huge drooping  mustaches.  His  eyes  gazed  out  light  blue  and 
expressionless at  the  world-at-large,  at  least  when he stood before the law or 
when someone  talked  about  moose  hunting.  He always  hunted  alone  — as  a 
practical man does to avoid troublesome witnesses. Afterwards, he fetched the 
carcass out of the woods with the help of his old lady and the horse — well, she 
wasn't exactly old, because the youngest child was only five, but he called her old 
woman, or "käring," anyway. There lay a great deal of love behind that word.

But  now the  measure  was  full.  It  was  moose  season,  and  the  manor's 
hunting party rode over the meadows. A moose, whom the patron wanted like the 
devil to kill, himself, had completely disappeared. Johan Karlsson was naturally  
among the battue-men. And in the night, the gamekeeper Johansson's Fia had 
seen him bury something in the fence corner by the barn. Naturally he had buried 
the moose meat there

The next  day  Johan Karlsson's  youngest  child  was  playing  in  the  yard 
when the district police superintendent and parish constable strode in through 
the gate in all their grandeur.

Little Johan swept off his cap, because he had been properly brought up, 
and said — when he knew which big shot it was who honored the croft with his 
visit: "Pappa hasn't shot any moose! Pappa hasn't shot any moose!"

This, of course, heightened the suspicion.

"Is your father home?"

"Ja, but he hasn't shot any moose."

In the kitchen sat Johan Karlsson, just finishing his breakfast of ordinary 
herring — not moose fillet — when the big men strode in, certain of their prey. 
They didn't bother to take off their gold-braided caps.

"Now, it's just as well  to confess first as last Karlsson," said the district  
police superintendent.  Neither he nor the parish constable said "good day" or 
took off their caps.

Karlsson's eyes became a shade bluer, and he asked: "Is the district police 
superintendent's head cold?"
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"So, you're impudent as well, you rascal," said the police superintendent. 
"The devil take me, this isn't any church. — Confess at once where you've buried 
that moose!"

"I have neither shot nor buried any moose," said Karlsson, "but those who 
come in under my roof and want to be called gentry and neither say 'good day' 
nor take off their caps — those I am man enough to put out of my house.'  he 
continued,  belching,  because  the  herring  had  been  good  and  the  potatoes 
plentiful.

"Oh,  indeed,  You  threaten  us,  too,  you  whelp?"  said  the  police 
superintendent. "That we shall remember."

"And the police  superintendent  slanders  me — that  I shall  remember," 
retorted Karlsson.

"Then  you  aren't  going  to  confess,  you  villain,"  continued  the  police 
superintendent.

"Not for you, you blackguard." answered Karlsson.

"Indeed, you’re insulting me. This is becoming a difficult case. Well, it so 
happens that we know where you have buried the moose. Show us the place!"

"When you already know it, you asses, why should I show you?"

"Well, we'll meet in court," said the police superintendent.

"It's all  right by me. It will  mean one day's work less for me and a few 
riksdaler more. Is there anything else you want to say? Otherwise, go to blazes!"

Karlsson's eyes were now dark blue, and his muscles swelled under his 
leather coat.

The elegant gentlemen marched off and betook themselves directly to the 
fence corner by the barn. In the tool-shed they immediately found a mattock and 
a spade.  Clues to the night's work were clearly  to be seen,  and it  wasn't  long 
before they struck the well-flayed and properly prepared body of the moose. Just 
as was proper, the shanks and head had been removed. The matter was clear-cut.

After several hours the moose had been taken away in an open wagon, and 
on the next day, the meat was auctioned off, the district police superintendent 
himself  knocking  it  down,  since  he  was  just  in  the  process  of  giving  his  big 
banquet lor the notabilities of the countryside. Naturally, the pièce de résistance 
for the evening meal was going to be moose cutlet. 
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Things which happen in a remote forest croft don't spread around rapidly 
— sometimes they remain a secret forever.

But this time, Johan Karlsson did present himself at the hearing for having 
poached moose. The hearing was a tremendous disaster for the district  police 
superintendent,  because  it  was  quickly  proved  that  the  buried  animal  was 
Karlsson's old horse, which had died of colic.

As the story goes, the judge, on the bench, was seized by violent attacks of 
vomiting, and the same fate overcame some other gentlemen who had partaken 
in the moose cutlet orgy. Even the district police superintendent had to rush out 
of the courtroom for a similar reason. Besides this, he had to pay a fine for lack of  
judgment in carrying out his duties and for the abusive language he had let drop 
during his visit to Karlsson's.

That year Karlsson shot three moose, and thus he had the means to buy 
himself a new horse.
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The Mystery of the Three Hundred Cans

FOR  the  first  time  in  three  long  years  I  now have  the  opportunity  to 
divulge a mystery which in its  day set  a whole anthill  in the head of  many a 
customs  official  and  flunkey  at  Granvik.  Personally  I  am  not  in  the  least 
superstitious.  The experience of a long life has convinced me that all things of  
this nature are as supernatural as the episode of Columbus and the egg — all you 
need is a Columbus, but they are rare.

To come to the story, a few customs officials at Granvik had made a small 
coup of three thousand liters of Estonian liquor somewhere in the nooks of the 
island of Haron. There had been a dearth of confiscations for a long time; thus 
this haul was greeted with rejoicing and furnished the officials with proof that 
despite everything they were worthy men. Three hundred cans of ten liters each 
stood in rows on the customs house jetty early one Sunday morning and were 
regarded with mixed feelings by the inhabitants of the village. They were to be 
picked up by the Stockholm steamer that evening and transported to the capital. 
But soon all unauthorized persons were told to leave so that the customs officials  
would have a clear view of the jetty from the custom-house windows, for at the 
sight of such abundance everyone's fingers must have itched a little.

A minute's  walk  from the pier Elg,  the  painter,  was  busy painting and 
wallpapering a villa, and his rowboat lay tied to a bush still closer to the pier. Elg 
had been among the morning spectators and his brain began   to work feverishly. 
Suddenly  a  clear  light  blazed  to  his  inner  view,  and  the  thought  sprang  fully 
armed from his head.

He armed himself with a marlin-spike, rowed in under the jetty, in which 
the planks were loosely laid, and stuck his weapon through one of the openings. 
He began far out at one end. The thin material of which the cans were made,  
yielded immediately, and a stream of clear, ninety-six per cent liquor spurted into 
the boat among all the gear. Fortune smiled on Elg, and he was left in peace.

In the same way, he dealt with all the three hundred cans. Twice he had to 
row home and empty the boat with the bailer into Vestergren's large sweep-net 
boat which lay there idle on Sunday just below the villa that Elg was working on. 
It was very hard work, but he did not let himself get tired. By enormous luck it 
started to rain, so that the customs officials and the others stayed inside. The 
customs jetty was rather high above the water, and his movements, moreover, 
could not be observed from the custom-house. To be sure, the Estonian liquor 
became somewhat diluted by the rain, and this cut Elg to the quick, but the rain 
did not come down in sheets. While he was working and perspiring, he figured 
out how he would get enough containers for his acquisition. It wouldn't pay to 
initiate anyone into the proceedings, because people are so garrulous. No, one 
had to work alone in such circumstances, and a couple of empty gasoline drums 
would not be so hard to come by in Granvik.
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By evening all the cans were empty and Elg was dead tired, unaccustomed 
as he was to this kind of work. His arms ached, and he had to rest a while and get  
some food into his stomach. He could now afford a drink to whet his appetite,  
and there was a soda in his lunch basket for a chaser.

Suddenly he remembered that he had seen three gasoline drums behind 
Jonsson's grocery. To borrow is not a sin, as long as one returns what one has 
borrowed.

When Elg was done, he dozed off for a while in the villa, and he certainly 
needed it. When he awoke, it was dark. He lumbered down to the custom-house 
jetty. The cans were gone; the steamer had come and gone while he slept. Thus he 
had  been  spared  witnessing  the  terrifying  scenes  that  took  place  when  the 
customs officials discovered that the cans were empty. Let us draw a veil over it  
all.  Only those who have experienced it can grasp it in all  its scope and awful  
significance.

In Vestergren's fishing boat there was an excellent pump. In short, when 
Elg had rolled the gasoline drums down to the shore and in the dark of night  
filled them with the noble stuff and rolled them up to the villa, it was only a few 
steps to his cottage; again, he worn out and wet to the gills with rain and sweat.  
He covered the drums with all kinds of trash, though there was really no danger 
of anyone snooping around there as long as he was painting and papering the 
walls.

After   six   nights   of   work   he had brought the liquor to safety in his  
cottage, whose cellar was now filled with all kinds of pails, kegs, and bottles. Now 
he wished to rest on the seventh day, and this he did to the extreme. The seventh 
day was stretched out to weeks, and months. He quit his work in the villa, for why 
should he work now?

In a few days the owner of the villa came   and   asked   why   he   had quit  
working.

"I'll start again tomorrow," answered Elg, with rather muddled syllables. 
But he did not start. When saw the villa owner coming again, he stood swaying on 
both feet and called out from the veranda:   "I'm coming. I'm coming."

But he did not come. He has not come yet.
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